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As you like It. Shakeſpeare. 1 ö 


Under the green - wood tree. 2 
Blow, blow, thou winter wind ” 
When daiſes pied and violets blue 


' Artaxerxes, Arne. 17 


4 Thy father ? away! I renaunce the ſoft claim 
5 In infancy our hopes and fears 
To figh and complain, alike 1 diſdain, 
7 If o'er the cruel tyrant love, 3 
Monſter away ! From cheerful diy - 
9 Water parted from the ſea 5 
Oo 
5 


WH m 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing 

The ſoldier tir'd of war's alarms © 
Agreeable Surpriſe. O'Keeffe. 

12 In Jacky Bull, when bound for France 

13 Such beauties in view, ! 

14 Amo, amas, I love a laſs, 


15 Lord, what care I for mam or dad? 
16 Of all the pretty flowers 


Beggar's Opera. Gay. 


17 Through all the employments of life 
38 '*Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind 


19 Virgins are like the fair flower in its. luſtre: —— 2 * 


20 Can love be controuled by advice ? 

21 A fox may ſteal your hens, Sir 

22 O ponder well! be not ſevere 

23 Pretty Polly ſa | 

24 My heart was ſo free ; 

25 Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt 
The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, | 

27 Fillev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us 


\ 


29 If the heart of a man is depreſt with cares 
30 Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys, oY 
31 Before the barn · door crowing _- 

The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike 
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| 5 Page 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure 5 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun 


Thus when a good houſewife ſees a rat 
How cruel are the traitors 

The firſt time at the looking.glaſs 
When you cenſufe the age 

Is then his fate decreed, Sir? 

You'll think e'er many days enſue, 

If you at an office ſolicit your due 
Thus when the ſwallow, ſeeking prey 


I'm bub 

Ceaſe your funning 
Why, how now, madam Flirt ? 

No power on earth can e er divide 

T like the fox ſhall grie te 8 
When young at the bar you firſt taught me to ſcore 


50 My love is all madnefs and folly 
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Among the men, coquets we find 


« Would 1 * 3 


F e e ee, 


Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found 


52 The modes of the court ſo common are grown 


What gudgeons are we men 


In the day of my youth I could bill like a dove 


'mlike a {kiff on the ocean toſt 
hen a wife's in her pout 5 
A curſe attends that woman's love 


3 


Come, ſweet laſs 


Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes ; 


Which way ſhall I turn me- -how can decide 
When my hero in court * oy 5 
When he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life 


The charge is prepared, the lawyers are met | k 
Since laws were made for ev*ry degree 


Thus I ſtand like che Turk with his doxies around 
The Battle of Hexham. G. Colman, jun. 30 


The mincing ſtep, the woman's air, 
When Arthur firſt in court began 
Lurk o'er the green-ſword 


Now Phoebus ſinketh in the weſt, 


By dimpled brook, and f.untain brim 

Fiom 7 _ and 3 free, 

By the gayly ecircling glare 

Sweet echo, ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen, 
Fly Aer 1 minutes, till Comus receive  _ 
Fame's an echo, prattling de uble . Ys 


—_— 


{ 


7 


n 


Would you taſte the noontide air 
Live, and love, enjoy the fair 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear 
How gentle was my Damon's air 
Love, the greateſt bliſs below 
Nor on beds of fading flowers 
Preach not me your muſty rules 


Ye fawns, and ye Dryads, from hill, dale, and grove 


Sabrina fair, 

By the ruſhy fringed bank, - 
Goddeſs dear, 5 
Shepherd, tis my office beſt 


Crafade. N i  $ 


When war begins, and claſhing arms reſound 
The Knight inſpir'd with conqu'ring war, 

She is the faireſt, ſweeteſt fair 

Baniſh ſorrow, grief's a folly, | 
Liften to the miracles that Joppa does divine t'ye 
Oh thou wert ſeat to charm me, 

You come into preſence, and there you do ſee 
Battle firſt my ſoul employs ; 
L-ad me now to gloomy dungeons 
Knights-errand of old, | 

She may truſt in the truth 


Chriftmas Tale. Garrick. 


My eyes may ſpealk pleaſure 
O the freaks of womankind 
Woman ſhould be wiſely kind 


— 


Tis beauty commands me, my heart muſt obey / 


O take this wreath my hand has wore 


| 8 ſtrong your nerves to poiſe the ſpear, 


Tho? honour loudlyſtrikes my ear 

O hear me, kind and gentle {wain 

Look round the earth, nor think it trange 
Thro' all 0ur-heart philoſohers have taught 


O how weak will power and reaſon 


By my faith and wand, 
Once as merry as the lark 
O the delight. _ 
Cruel fiends purſue me 
Young man, young man, 


No pow'r can calm the ſtorm to reſ t, 


Stripling, traitor; victim of my rage 
Let the loud thunder rattle * 
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Cymon. Garrick. 5 65 


If pu are the ſprings of the fountain 
What is knowledge, beauty, and pow'r 
Hither, all my ſpirits bend, 

O! why will you call meagain _ 
You gave me laſt week a young linnet 


Ob, liberty, liberty! | 


Care flies from the lad that is merry, 
I laugh and I fing | 
If you make it your plan 

All amaze ! 0 

Vet while ſweet ſleep, deceive me 

O take this noſegay, gentle youth 
What exquiſite pleaſure | 

Hence ev'ry hope, and ev'ry fear 


_ Theſe flowers, like our hearts, are united in one 


O why ſhould we forrow, who never knew fin 

When I were. young, tho' now am old 

If ſhe whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe 

Smile damſel, ſmile, 5 N | 

From duty if the ſhepherd ſtray, | 

While mortals 8 cares by ſteep 

When peace here was reigning ; 

Be ſure you regard what 1 ſay. 

Tax my tongue, it is a ſhame _ 

Come on, come nn, __ 

Torn from me, torn from me, | 

Tho? ſtill of raging winds the ſport ' 
Thoꝰ various deaths ſurround me 8 


When o'er the world the heedleſs lamb, 
When gloomy thoughts my ſoul poſſeſs 
When love invades the peaceful breaſt, 
Your mountain, ſack, and frontiniac 


Cale , Andalufia. - O Keefe. 9 5 82 | 


Flow thou regal purple ſtream, 5 

The hardy ſailor braves the ocean 

On by the ſpur of valour goaded 

A maſter I have, and I am his man, 5 

Like my dear ſwain, no youth you'd fee oF 
Love! ien . 

In the foreſt here hard by 


I have a lover of my own 


Af I my heart ſurrender 
So faithful to my fair. J > ebb | 

Hey for a laſs and a bottle to cheer 

A Soldier I am for a lady ; 
The muſk-roſe blooms in thorns and tears 
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Love! ſweet _ torment pleafing | 

At the peaceful midnight hour 


Tho” born to be little's my fate 
Social powers, at pleaſure's call 


Doctor and Apothecary. Cobb. | 95 


| Ye hours that part my love and me 


acchus now his nap is taking 
Let angry ocean to the ſky. _.. 


The ſummer heats beſtowing 


Duenna. Sheridan. 5 Ip ts kk 97 


Tell me, my late, can thy fond Kraia 


Could I her faults remember 

I never could any luſtre lee 

Friendſhip is the bond of reaſun 

Tho' the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears 

Thou can'ſt not boaſt of fortune's fore. | 

If a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague of your W 
When ſable night each drooping ome reftoring x 
Had I a heart for falſehood fram'd _ * 
Give Iſaac the nymph whom no beauty Can boaſt s 
When the maid whom we love OE 
When a tender maid,. 

Ah, ſure a pair was never feen : 
A bumper of good liquor — 1798-4 G 
What bard, time, diſcover 1 
Oh, had my love ne'er ſmil'd on me 

O the days when I was young! _ 

By him — love offended 

How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou fiid 

Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 

This bottle's the ſun of our table 

Come now for jeſt and ſmiling 


The Devil to Pay. Coffey. 112 
He that has the beſt wife 3 „ 
Come joll — 7 us, god of wine, 3 
Ye Gods 1 to me a wife 

Of the Hates in life ſo various 


Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt 
Let matters of ſtate A 


Daph ne and Anintor. Bickerfafte. 11 5 


Think, oh think, within my breaſt 

Such riot and romping, ſuch wildneſs and fury 
Vainly bent to conquer nature 

Say, oh! too lovely creature 

Howe'er you may think Mill to deceive me 
Pretend no longer to reſtrain . 


— 


2 F r * 


Oh, a gay flaſhy lord is a woundy fine fight! 


The heart, the gallant ſoldier ſtorms 


The Farmer. O' Ke. 130 


The Gentle Shepherd. Allan Ramſay 139 


When firſt my dear Laddie gade to the gieea-hill | 


Well, I agree, ye're ſure of me 


— 


Deferter. Dibdin, _ 7 
My life's three parts diminiſhed ©” | | 'q 
Though prudence may preſs me | 12 
Oneconduct's for 

The whims of folks in love to know 1 
Women and wine compare ſo well 4 


Fontainbleau. O Keeffe. < 086 - 
The Britiſh Lion is my fign; | 

The fight when paſt, -in golden ſkies, 

Through circling ſweets I feebly rove. | 


Flitch of Bacon---Rewv. Henry Bate Dudley. 


How merrily we live that ſoldiers be 

The pow'rs that agitate the ſeas | 

No ;—'twas neither ſhape nor feature bj =—_ 
Tell me which of magic charms - 

From Minden's plains of glory 

Within this breaſt the record lies 

Odds- Bobs, ſhe's wond'rous pretty! 


Ve good men and wives N % 


No more I'll court the town-bred fair, 

To hear a ſweet Goldfinch's ſonnet 
Gad-a-mercy ! devil's in me, . 

A flaxen- headed cow- boy, as ſimple as may be, 


The Golden Pippin. O' Hara. 134 
If I have ſome little beauty - | 
When bickrings hot | 

To ſet at odds EO by y < £ 


Told by the Porter and the Page 
When you're boſky, half-ſeas over, 
Since tis writ in the volume of fate 
Where's the mortal can reſiſt me? 


My Peggy is a young thing 

Dear Roger, if your jenny N | 

T yield dear laſſte, ye have won , 
Cauld be the rebels cat, 

Peggy, now the Kiog's come 


By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
Were I afſur'd you'll conſtant prove 


Song 
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ockey f id to Jenny, enny wilt thou do's? 
L — nay en. ch, And ſtill my vrief) 
hen hope was ſunk quite in deſpair 


At ſetting day and r.ſing morn 


My patie is a lover gay 


Haunted Tower. Cobb. h 150 
Tho' pity 1 cannot den 


Whither my loye! an whither are thou gone ö 
Will great lords and ladies 5 
Be mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care 

Now all in preparation | 

Love from the heart, all its dangers concealing. 
From high birth and all its fecters 

Spirit of my ſaiated fire | 

As now we'ere met, a jolly ſet 


Harlequin's Invaſion. Garrick. 


To arms | ye brave mortals, to arms | 
Old women we are 


Thrice happy the nation that Shakeſpeare has charm's | 


The Highland Reel, O'Keefe 159. 


When I've money, I am merry 

Oh! had I Allan Ramſay's art WY A 
Maſter is a pariſh Hector | = 

Boys when 1 play, cty, oh crimini ! 

Deareſt youth, this heart will breale 


Old England! great in arts and arms 


Tho' 1 am now a very little lad _ 

The Heireſs. Burgoyne. © 
For tenderneſs framed in life's carlieft day „ 
Inkle and Yarice. Colman, jn. 166 
A voyage over ſeas had not enter d my head 

O Say, ſimple maid, have you form'd any notion 
White man, nevet go away 
Freſh now the breeze is blowing 


Mars wou'd oft, his conqueſts over 
Why ſhou'd I vain fears diſcover 


165 


ö 9 when we walk'd alone 


otto was the ſweeteſt place 


r 
| A Cittk E was in London gay 


Come let us dance and ſing 


_ The Iriſh Widow. Garrick. 177 
A widow bewitch'd with her paſſion | 4; 


* 


+ 3 | 

The Fubilee. Garrick, e YO 
Let beauty with the ſun ariſe * 

Ye Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes 

The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 


Behold this fair goblet, *rwas cary'd from the tree 
This is the day, a holiday! a — [ | 


* 


The Fovial Crew. 5 1 185 | 


And he that will not merry, merry be 
At night by moon-light on the plain 
The mind of a woman can never be known 
Come hither pretty maid, with a black rolling eye 
I made love to Kate, long J fighed for ſhe | 
The greateſt ſkill in life 
There was a maid, and ſhe went to the mill . 


The Iſland of St. Margueritte. Ci. Jeb. 290; 


There ſtood poor Jonas at the window, 
From dreary dreans, I wake to woe, 
Oh dear, oh dear, no hopes for Jonas 


Love ina Village. „ Bickerftaſfe. - jp 192 


. thou nurſe of young deſire 
heart's my own, my will is free 
a ! had 1 been by fate decreed 
"Geatle yo outh, ah, tell me why 
Still in hope to get the better 

— was a Jo 1 miller once 

ay ones and great _ 6s | 

wa Yay no more . . 5 
: Cupid — of ſoft perſuaſioeœnn N 
ow happy were my os till now © - 
Wben 1 tollow'd a laſs that was forward and % 
Hoe bleſs'd the maid, whoſe boſom 
In vain I every art aſſay 
61 Howl mall I in language weale 
Young I am and ſore afraid 
Oons ! neig hbour, ne er bluſh for a rift like chin 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing | 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with avixin 2 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther I'll ſeele 
In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 
Well, come, let us hear what the ſwain mutt poſſeſs | 
The world is a well furniſhed table 
The traveller benighted 
- A-plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a babe: 
Hos much ſuperior beauty awes | 
1 ever I'm — in thoſe regions of ſmoke 


— 


* 


Song 
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Tounds, Sir! then Vll tell you without any jeſt 


When a maidin way of marriage - {2:4 2 35523: 237 
Truſt me, would you tafte true pleaſure + $- ©; 8-334 20 
Fou vile pack of vagabonds, what do you ma 1 


Ol what a ſimpleton was I, 


(x ) 


Page 
Go, naughty man I can't abide you _ / 5 
Hence with cares, complaints and frowning 
Love in a Camp. O'Keefe. „ 
Dans votre lit that bright parterre 
Pi fing you a ſong; faith, Im linging it now here 


Letbe. Garrick. | 209 


Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
The card invites, in crowds we fly 


| Lionel and Clariſſa. Bickerftaffe, 211 


To tell you the truth ' 


We all ſay the man wasexceedingly knowing 
A raſcal, a huſſey; z2unds! ſhe that I counted 
Come then „ all ye ſocial pow'rs, 


May-Day. Garrick. | 2215 
Would women do as I do EP 
What's a poor ſimple clown 

Yes, I'll give my heart away, 

O ſpread — & rich mantle, ſweet May, © 'er the * 


Young maids, and young ſwains, 
Paſſion of the pureſt nature 


The Maid of the Mill. Bickerftaffe. 


What are outward forms and ſhews ä 
Hark ! 'tis I your own true lover 8 A 
Why how now Miſs pert A 
Odds my life, ſearch England over 22 


I am young, and 1 am friendleſs 323 5 og 
Why quits the merchant, bleſt with „„ 
My paſſion in vain I attempt r 1 
Was I ſure a life to lead 1 be 


Hiſt, hiſt ? ! I hear my mother call 
Yes, tis decreed, thou maid divine 
Lord, Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy 7 5 
An the oy count me ſuch a ninny, © + o 
Zooks! why ſhoud I fit down and grieve 1? : 
Ceaſe, oh ceaſe to overwhelm me | Fs 
To ſpeak my mind of woman king 
Let me.fly——hence tyrant faſhion nn 
When you meet a tender creature | 


— 


Oh leave me in pity, the falſhhood 1 ſcorn | 
Who upon the oozy beech "+ 2 
Then hey fora frolickſome life ': 2: 


* 
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Merchamt-of Venice. Shakeſpeare, 233 
Haſte, Loreriza, haſte away, 


My bliſs t oo long my bride denies 
To keep my gentle Jeſſe 


Much Ado About Nothing. Shakeſpeare. > 36 
Sigh no more, ladies, ſigh no more 
Marian. Mrs. Brooks. 235 


Now the Fairy Norms are o'er, | 
To the chace, to the chace; on i the brow of the kill 
Too happy when Edward was kind, 

When little on the v ulage green 


How bleſt our condition! how jocund the day 


I donna like ye, gentle fir 


Midas O'Hara, 239 


Jove, in his chair 


Think not, lewd Jove, 

Be by your friends adviſed 

Since you mean to hire for ſervice 

Girls are known 

Pray, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of your 
tongue - 

Mama, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd 

Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 

Jupiter wenches and drinks 

All around the maypole how they troet 

Sure I ſhall run with vexation Gikracted - L : 

He's as tight a lad to ſee to = wh 

Lovely nymph, afſwage my anguiſh | 

If you can caper, as well as you modulate 

My minikin miſs, do you fancy that me 


O what pleaſures will abound 


If into your hen yard 


In theſe greaſy old tatters 
Maſter Pol 


What the devil's here to do 
Now I'm ſeated . 


A pox on your pother abaut this or that 


Ah, happy hours, how fleeting 


The Muſical Lady. Colman, 2354 
Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician IS, | 
New Spain; or, Love in Mexico. 255 


With many a ſad, intruſive doubt W 0 
Now Cynthia rode in filver car 25 


I've loſt — fall weary is my heart 


AJ oðôr Three pilgrims at love's ſacred marine we bow 
45 As the foldier” s lad, with his foraging cap 


Two maidensmy heart transfix d 


0 1833 * 8 


WT 


"Tis pleaſant to ſee when my Lordobtains a poſt in admĩ- 


niftration - 


407 
408 When the n village maid leads her flocks to * 


| lai 
409 What boots it it ae thy ſoldier lies 


410 The ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun the day. 


4 Obedient to the e crew | 
412 The ſoldier cries, here, take my hand | 
4173 Relate this Rory with a tear _ 

44 The Pilgrim tho' with travel worn 

415 The mag, like the barriſter, chatters ou} 
416 My friend the honeſt Curate's dead 
617 This lock of dear Selina's hair 

418 I like that girl with roguiſh leer 


The Noble Peaſant. Holerefd.. 


419 Come, my good fellow, and quit the bower 


__ q20 b — lay their eggs in ſnow 


The Peruuian. 


4a "Ne'er doubt my conſtancy, dear youth 
422 Pounds, ſhillings, pence and farthings, I 
423 As — of my ogy fair FRA. 


424 RE on, mul on, my | Kathloen den 
425 Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt 
42 ö _ % 24 wor FE 2 
ut of m or I'll box your ears 
228 The 2 of Latona, ſo kind to my boon 


The meadow looks chearful, the birds ſweetly ing 


428 How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pax 
431 The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore 

432 Tho) late I was plump round and „N 

433 Tho" Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bow'rg 


gba * ö 


434 Dear Sir, this brown j Jugs that now foams, with mild ale 


435 You know I'm your prieſt, and your 
— Since Een has prov d ſo untrue 


The Padlock. _ Bickerftaſſe. 
7 Thrughts to counci!—let me ſee 
I know the world, Sir, tho' I fay't_ 
439 Say, little fooliſh, flutr'ring thing 
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Kamp. 
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By ſome I am . 

Ws I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
Hither, Venus, with your doves 

Dear heart, what a terrible life am I led 
O thou whoſe charms enſlave my heart 
Let me when my heart a ſinking 

In vain Fo bid your captive live 

Oh me, oh me, what. ſhall we do 
Oh, whetef re this terrible flurry. 

Then muſt T go 


Go forge me — that ſhall bind 
Polly. Gay. 


Patriots at fitft aloud dies 


Cheer up, my lads, let us puſh on "RE 
When gold is in hand 


The turtię thus upon the ſpray. 
Peeping Tom. O'Keeffe. 
Glittering trifler, ſport of faſhion 55 


Page. 


The deuce a ane but. you, N Maud 


Merry are the bells. 5 
Egad we had a gloriou feaſt . 

Your worſhip your wings may clap 

When I was a younker, and liv'd with m dad 


The Ruakere Dibdin. 1 


Ilock'd up all my treaſure 
Women are Will-o'the whiſps 't tis FW 
While the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah 
I faid to myſelf,” now, Floretta, ſays L | 
The captive Iinnet newly taken 

The face which frequentiy diſplays + 

With reſpect, Sir, to you be it ſpoken 

In verity, damſe!, thou ſurel y wilt find 
Again 1 feel my boſom boun 


Rehna. Mrs. Brooks. * 5 


When the roſy morn appeari 


n 
When William at eve meets > a6 down at the . 
Her mouth which a ſmile 


By dawn to the downs we repair 


Te kifs'd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids 


When bidden to the wake or fair 
Ere _ 


t Roſi na met my eyes . 
How b 


ſt, my fair, who on thy face 
Bickerftaffe. 


Ye maidens all, come liften to my ditty 
IC he may take it in dudgeon: 


* 
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- Thus the midnig 
How oft thro' this reſponſive = 


( * 


You Ally « ol als + - mg 
Dear me, how I rb be minted” 


Rival Candidates. Rew. H. 91 budy 3¹ 1 


Soft fancy thou truant to me 
Fie ! fie ! filly uy 
What new curſes pring up 
Love unfetter'd is a bleſſing 
Since his wordſhip forfooth, 3 

t tempeſt raging- 


Fine ladies may tell us 
Ladies in vain + - 
Roſy archer come away? 


Rabin Hood. Macnaly. e 
In Sherwood's grove K bs EEE ET 
I mend pottles and canns eat e333 


Ye powers who make virtue your care 


The ſtag through the Foreſt when rous'd by the hens, 


I tra ers'd-Judah's barten ſand, 


The trump of fame youx name has breath d. 5 
Her hair is like a go'den clue 3 

By dark grove, ſhade, or winding dell, SET 

I love you, by heaven, what can I ſay more 

Margaritta ficſt poſſeſt, 


When generous wine expands the ſoul 
As burns the charger when he hears 
Once ſhe was though now ſhe's ſad 
Hark ! the leafy woods reſounding. 


Since all my hopes, dear maid 


Gently burns the aa; fire 

My name is little Harry-O 

We'll to the bow'r of Robin Hood 

Hark! the warbling choir ſings 
Charming Clorinda ! ev'ry note 

When ſpring has chac'd the winter's ſnow 


Richard Cœur de Lion.---Macnall . 332 


I had a wife of my own 
Oh! ſoft remembrance! airy flight 
I love no lover but one, 


Freedom, divine, ztherial flame | 
Richard Cœur de Lion. Burgoyne, 
The merry dance I dearly love 

Oh, pts: oh, my uy R 


Oh! wou'd the ni zht my bluſhes hide 
The god of love a — wears, < 
Let the Sultan Saladin, 


One night in 3 lying 


335 
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t 
Summer Amuſement. W. A. Miles. 340- 
The wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main 
Neateft of pretty feet, for dancing intended 
Thou'ſt play'd a falſe, a faithleſs part | 
Go high, go low, in ey*ry ſtate | \ 
Come, ye venal ſlaves of war . : ' 
When a lady of ton is ſurprized in a ſnare 
nn > oa to tals che-laad | 
| The Sori-In-Law: O'Keeffe. 


Tho” ſweetly breathes the ſmilin . 
This face — diſcerning 2 
With an air l : 


The Two Miſers.” O'Hara. 

Lat the novice depend on his luck 
Haſte, let us fly from'a land of oppreſſion 
The Virgin Unmaſt'd Fielding 
= As 1 was a walking one morning in May 
De Waterman. Dibdin. © 
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55 W 6 e dee, 55 
| Who loves te lie with me, 
And tune his merry note: 2 
. Unto the ſweet bird's throat; F 
5 Come hither, come PE e. kicker 6-1 * 

Here ſhall he ſee W Were 1 

No enemy. 15979 2471 bref 
But- winter and rough meme. el 
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Brow, blow, thou winter wind 
Thou art not ſo unkind, - | | 
As man's ingratitude : 

Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Alcho' thy breath be rude, . 

Vol. I. 3 Freeze, 
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10 30581 
- Freeze, freeze, thou bitter . 
That doth not bite ſo nigh, 
As. benefits forgot: 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 


Thy ſting is not fo ſharp, 
As friends remembred not, 


; * 
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Wu NI daiſes pied and violets blue, 
And ladies“ ſmocks all filver white, 
And cuckoo buds of yellow hue, | 85 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckoo then on every tre, 
Mocks married men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, O word of fear! 

: Vopleaſing to a married ear, 


When mepherds pipe on oaten n 
And merry larks are plowmens' clocks, 
And turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks. 
3 The cuckoo then on ev'ry tree, 
EF. Mocks married men, for thus ſings he: 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, O word of fear! 9 
Vopleaſing to a rere ear. 


ART AXERXES. Arne. 


Tray father? away, I renounce the ſoft claim, 
Thou ſpot on my honour, thou blaſt to my fame; 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring, 

His father he loſt when he murdered his "IG 


V. * s 
1 In infancy, our hobth and fears | 
Were to each other known; 1 
And friendſhip in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 


O clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love thy duty prove ; 
Reſtore him with that innocence - > 
Which firk inſpir'd my love. 01 ＋ 
r e of oh 


—— 


To figh and complain, alike I aden, 5 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy; I 

I ſcorn to reflect, On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


1 —4 


$4 


In love, as in war, I laugh at a ſcar, 
And if my proud enemy yield, | 

_ The) joy that remains, Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, 


:B 3 „ vn. 


(4) 
VII. 


Io ver the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd : 


The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd! 


a to fan the gentle flame, 

Which love did firſt create; 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt he turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart; 
Which, ah! I feel 100 much inclin'd 
To . the traitor's part. 


6 0 00 4 


3 away l. From cheerful day, 
To the gloomy deſert fly: 
Paths explore where lions roar, 


And devouring tygers lis, 


Tho- for food, they wade in blood, 
All to ſave their young agree; 
Ex'ry creature fierce by nature, 

- Harmleſs is compar'd to thee. 


1 


K. 
WATER parted from the ſea, 


May increaſe the river's tide z 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro? fertile vallies glide ; 
Yet in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Doom'd like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


X. 
Lr not rage, thy W firing. 


Pity's ſofter claim reinoye ; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Pore by dy, mack by love.” 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, - 


Judge of mine, by thy ſoft breaſt, 5 


Nor with rancour, never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, &c. 8 


5 Heaven, that ev'ry joy has croſt, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 3 


I, alas! at once have loſt, 
Father, brother, lover, friend. 


Let not rage, &c. 


B 3 


T Ez ſoldier Gr'd ef Was's alarws, 
1} Forſwears the elang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and field; 
But if the brazen Numpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And — the __. 


— 


XII. | 

In Jacky Bull, ah bound for France, 
The goſling youdiſcover : . 

But taught to ride, to fence, and dance, 
A finiſh'd gooſe comes over. 

With his tierce and cart, fa, fa! 

And his cotiffion {6 ſmart, ha; ha ! 

Hle charms each female heart, oh, la! 
As Jacky returns from Dover. | 


For cocks and dogs, ſee quire at home, 
I) be prince of country tonie sss 
Return'd from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 

Our ſquire's a nice Adonis. 


— ab 2 eee 
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And his cotillion, ſo ſmart, ha, ha! 
He charms the female heart, oh, la! 


* pink of maccaronies, | 


ll AGREEABLE SURPRISE. OE. 


rags her + 
+ »,5 
: T2 


With his tierce-and cart, ſa, ſa . 


XIII. 


AI. 
SUCH beauties 3 in view, I 
Can never praiſe too high: 
Not Pallas's blue exe 
Is brighter than ane... 1,” 
Not fount of Suſanna  — 
Nor gold of fair Dana | 
Nor moon of Diana. 5 
So clearly can ſhine! 
Not beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus, 
I ſwear by Que Genus ; 
With your's can compare : 
Nor Herme's Caduces, . 
Nor flower de luces, 
Nor all che Nine Maſes, 
To me is ſo fair. 


Cnon us. What poſies and roſes, 


Ju?0oo noſes diſcloſes 

Your breath all fo ſweet ! 

To che tip of your lip. aon 
As they tip, the bees dip, . 
Honey ſip, like choice flip, N 

And their Hybla forget. | . 

When Girls like you pals us, 

I ſaddle Pegaſus, 

And ride up Parnaſſus, 

To Helicon's ftream : 
Even that is a puddle, 
Where others may muddle ; 
My noſe let me fuddle 
In bowls of your cream; | 

VVV Old 
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Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his Nectar, 
Of Gods the director, 
And thunder above: 
I'd quaff off a full can, 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
DODr Jove the old Bull can, 
To her that I love, 


Cnox ds, What poſies, & c. 


XIV. 
Amo, amas, 25 
I love a laſs, 


As a cedar tall and Baer 


Sweet Cowflip' s grace 
Her nomitave caſe, 


And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


Crorvs. 8 corum; ſunt divorum, 
Rarum ſcarum divo, 


No "Tan, rag, merry derry, perriwig and hatband, 


Hic, hoc, horum genetivo. 


Can I decline 7 788 
A nymph divine? | 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis; 3 
Her oculus bright, | 


Her manus white, 3 
And ſoft, when I tafto, her pulſe is. 


# 


Cuno us. Roruny corum, &c. 


ita I 


O how bella, 
My puella! ä 
Pll kiſs ſecula ſeculorum : 
If I've luck, Sir, 1 
She's my uxor. 
O dies benedictoru mm 
Cruorus. Rorum, corum, cke. 


A 
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XV. 
Los, what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let *em ſcold and bellow': I 470 ION 

For while I live I' love,, my „ 4 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. * „ eat Abe 


The laſt fair-· day on Gander-green SS 
The youth he danced fo well-o, -_ 2 | : 
$0 ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, n 

As my ſweet charming fellow. 1 5 e ee 


The fair was over, night was come, | 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow ; 18 258 
Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home,—— 3 
I thanked the charming fellow. g 


6 we trudged along, the moos eng batte. | 
Says he, if you'll not tell-o, 
Pl! kiſs you here by this good light; 
Lord what a charming fellow. 


You rogue, ſays I, you've topp'd my wet; ? 
Te bells ring out my knell-o! 5 
Again I'd die fo fiveet a death, 


With wy ſweet charming follow. 


N 


With that I'd paſs my hours, 


One evening in "the Ss 


I kif'd the pretty fair, JETS ET; 


: IE - "A wk * * 


Or all the pookty 3 
A cowſlip's my delight: 


Both morning, noon, and night, 
To be ſure I would, & c. 


This Cowflip ſmell'd fo ſweetlrr. 

And look'd ſo freſh and gay, 

Says I, you're dreſſed ſo neatly, | 

als have a little play, F 
To be ſure we . CY 


4 
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'Twas lying on the ſhelf, _ 


© "And __ laid down ie 
A To be ſure L did, 8 


N 


* 


This flower one morning ow” 
Upon a bed did reſt; 


I loved to pull it dearly, © 


. it in my breaſt, 
: "To be fur] could, 4. 
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BEGGARS OPERY. Cay. 


XVII. 

THROUGH all the employments of life 

Each neighbour abuſes his brother; 5 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife ; uh 

All profeſſions berogue one another. . 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer beknaves the divine; 

And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


VII 


"Tis woman that ſeduces all TTY 
By her we firſt are taught the wheedling arts : 


Her very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 


She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 

For her, like wolves by night we roam ſor prey, 

And practice every fraud to bribe her charms : 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay. 
* beauty muſt be feed into our * 


Viacom are like the fair flowers in its luſtre, | 
Which in the garden enamels the ground: 
Near it the bees may flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy buterflies frolic around. 


But, when once pluck'd, tis no more alluring, = 


To Covent-Garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet,) 


'There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt enduring, . 


XX. 
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Can r 
Will Cupid our mothers obe? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame twould have melted away, 
When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preft, © 
_ _ ?Twas ſo ſweet that I'muſt have comply'd; ED 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt | 


To marry for fear you ſhould chide,  _ 


A FOX may feat your hene, Sir.. 
A whore your health and pence, Sir, 
Vour — 1 rob aer une, a Ls 

_ 5 A thief your goods and von 5 45 8 

> But this is all but ge ch 2 I 8 i 167] 


It ever was eee Sir, . 3 
ID © 4 lawyer's hand is fee d, Sie, 5 


* . Ire whole elate. 17 


* On; ponder well! * not e | . 3 

3o fave a wretched wife! * EE. 5 

For on the rope that hangs my dear, Mes 
2h Depends your CO! 5 life, CF 


B 
'S 
19 
1 
I 
1 
1 


* - 
3 
: 
a F 
9 2 
5 . 
| 8 
4 * 1 * 
3 
0 - 
1 « 
"OR | 7 ; . 


Neil. 5 


Por rr. Without diſguiſe, 
| Heaving ſighs, 
Doating eyes, 
My conſtant. heart diſcover, 
JJ me JobbE: nlns DEE on tf 
Ma en, O pretty, pretty l. | 


> T_T ee | 
My heart was ſo fre, | 1 
It roved like the 8 | 
Till Polly my paſſion requited : 
I fipt each flower, 
1 ne ev'ry hour, 


But here ev'ry flow'r is united. 


2 


Mack. W laid en e 7. 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs,” __ ; 


Too Hou, the half year's night would ld. 
Vo. EK C Forer. 


"Whew. Lage away, pos en ov 
Did your fancy never on 4 No 
To ſome newer lover. 0 24 


Warm amid ſt eternal froſt, t,, 
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„35 5 
Porr. Were I fold on Indian ſoil, 
© Soon as the burning day was clos'd 
I could mock the ſultry toil - 
When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd, 
Ma en. And I would love you all the day, 
Pol Lx. Ew'ry night would kiſs and Play, 
Macs. If with me you'd fondly ends 
| PouLy, Over the hills and far ae, 


* 7 > A 


3%, - be 
” * 2 
5 


* Ach. Tun PM cling a Gilling bent 

| Which he's oblig d to Pays: 
With ſighs refigns it by degrees, 

be And fears tis gone for aye. 


Pot, Ls The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown,” 
The bird in filence eyes; . 


, Xx But ſoon as out of ſight ? "4 gone, 5 


3 Wan e ſo 8 . eries. 
an "0 every its; for win inſpires us, 
Aud fires us, 
=. With courage, love, and Toy: | 
oo Eg Women and wine ſhould life Oy 0 <1 
_ I there aught elſe on earth defirous ? 
N # 4 5 Cabos. Fill 8 Sab 8 ? | 
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XXVIII. 
Lr us take the road; 


Hark ! I hear the ſound of coaches ! | 
The hour of attack approaches, ; 
To your atms, brave boys, and load. 
See the ball I hold! 
Let the chymiſts toil like aſles, 
Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 0 
And turns all dur lead to gold. _ * 
r 
Is the OP of a mar is depreſt with cares, 


The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears: 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms the ears. 
Roſes and lilieg her cheeks diſcloſe, | 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, © | 
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Careſs her, ; n 
7 Fr”: he 7 A k 171 * 2 hl 1 
Wich bliddas. . 3 
” | — * „ * 
- Her: kiſſes EI 
. BATS Ho oy 4 
7 16S 8 * 
« ea „ 
- es 
ty ? 2 a | : 
* 2 p - | ; N be = AT 
? "oF: : ES. * 
— — 2 þ + ” vE ; $ * 
* . = 4 
0 2 xxx. 
* 4 | « n ; k 
"RY 
_ - 


* 
Tp 
7 hb. 
: 
bh 2 » * » 
- ; f 
4 2 g 5 
, * 

1 f 5 i 1 WW - 
; F - — P 3 4 * ry # , 
K £ 4 2 * 
b 7 * 

© | OY 
; N 
1 . 
7 n 
; #5 
3 
Y 
2 


| Your. the ſrafon ** for j joys, 
Lasse is chen our duty, 
. She alone who that employs. 5 ; 
1 MWMMell deſerves her beaut /. ; 

7 Let's be on PA RT” Ir 
__ While we may, | 

1 Beauty? s a flower, deſpis'd in 1 | 

=  Crorxvs,, Youth's the ſeaſon, & 


3 


Let us A and ſport to- day, 
Our's is not to-morrow, . 5 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 

a . is nought but ſorroww] ᷣ 
Dance and fingy og PRE. 
Time's on the wing, 6 

1 never knows the return ref ber ” 
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XXI. 


BErORRE che barn door . 
The cock by hens attended, 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands bor ee 
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Then one he ſingles from thi 
And cheers the happy henz ' | 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
| And how do you do lo again. , 
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TI HUS when a ag houſewife 1 
In her trap im the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge for the loſs of her bacon...” 


hben ſhe throws him 
To the dog or the cat, 


To be worried, cruſh'd and ſhaken. © 


ts 


4 
. * XXXVI. dats 
Ho esel ae the traitors, . ly 36; 
Wo lie and ſwear in jeſt, | 
T o cheat unguarded creatures- 1 
Of virtue, fame, and reſt l. Wes. 8 
Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, 3 
Through ſhame the guilt conceals: 


* 


In love the perjur'd villain 


= WA n the theft 1 


XXXV IT. 


5 TE firſt time at the looking-glaſs 5 ae 
The mother ſets her daughters | «5 a 


The image ftrikes the ſmiling 


With ſelf-love S 222 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe fo nder grown, 
 Thinksev'ry charm grows ſtronger. 

But alas | vain maid, all eyes but Mur owe. 

bags ſee you are not ' Younger 7, 1 

„ In. 
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* ; | 
XXXVIII. y 
Wren you cenſure the age, _ 
Be cautious and ſage, Moo © RS 7 ; 


Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould hes > 
If you mention vice or bribe, ' 
Tis ſo pat to all the tribe 
Each cio T was: n mes.” 


XXXIX. 1 


Is then his fate decreed, Sir? 


Such a man can [ think of quittias 2 


When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 


O ſee my e Ding! re TY 


F 
You. think e'er many days A 


The ſentence not ſevere :. 


- Thang your huſband, child, tis true, | 


u 


But with him hang your care. 
Twang, dang, dillo dee. 75 
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Ir you at an office ſolicit your due, 


And would not have matters neglected, 

You muſt quicken the cletk with wy peri too. 
To do what his duty direRed. 

Or would you the frown of a lady prevent, 

| She too has this palpable failing, 4; 
Fhe perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent; + 


\, Thatreaſon with all is prevailing: © 


XLII. 


0 
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II. EST A 


| Tavs when the ſwallow, ſeeking prey. 


* Within'the ſulh is cloſely pent, 


His conſort, with bemoaning lay, 


Wuhout ſits pining for th” event. | 
Her chatt'ring lovers'all around her Qeim ; 
She heeds them not- * bird I) her ſoul's with 


+. Fo - 
= > him.. * 


** 


8 


How happy could T be with either 


; Were t'other dear charmer away !. 
E But while you thus teaze me together | 
| - To neither a word will I ſaxy. 
3 ; "Yaz gall 0s roll, 9 75 12 75 9 a 
8 e 5 
PoLLY. I'M bubbled, 
Lucey. — I'm bubbled; 
_PoLLy.' Oh, how I am troub : F 


UI 14. es ts er * 2 q 
ah Bb et Bo FE RE I TY 


7 


| | Lucy. | | Bambouzled, and bit. "0 of 7 
PoLLY. — My diftreſſes are allen 


Lvcyr.. When you come to the tree, n the 


hangman refuſe, 5 
Theſe „ with nen could faten the” 


1 Eres nooſe. n 
HL, XV. 


( 21) 
4 2 * 
. 8 * * 1 : 

* 5 
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X LV. 


Never ſhall my heart crpan 3 2. 
All theſe ſallies 
Are but malice N 


To ſeduce my conſtant man. 


Tis moſt certain, 

By their flirting 
Women oſt have envy ſhewun: 

F to ruin e 
Me happy in: their on. 


= _ 


* 
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Ü 4, x6 4 * 
a 8 3 Pl 
» * "% 
R ”% * - F 
0 * Ws - * 0 2 „ 


Trorxr. | Wear tc how 1 18 madam Flirt ? 


If you muſt thus chatter, 
And are for flinging dirt, 
pros 8 e. n can We : 


ks: 


Tory, ay how now, K 
iT | HAS Sure the wench is tipſy ! 1 


How can you ſee me made 


" 4 14 1 ) &« 
- w 4 Lp „ . N _— (S208 + 1 * 2 K 8 £ _ i WW + 
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Crs your funvings - veto OFT 
Force or canding.! i thc! 2 
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One EY 
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£ J was kiſs'd by? bd Parſon, he — wag ans at * 


a . Ne n 
, 7 1 »». 9 * 
1 fy 8 I 
* pb, ERS . 


- When the dan wis Apa fdet 
But his Kkiſs was fo ſweet, and fo cloſely he preſt 


6 


XL Vn. 


No power on earth can eber divide - 
The knot that ſacred love has ty d, 
When parents draw: againſt our mind, 
The true love's knot the faſter bind. 

Qb, oh ray, oh e ee oh, Ke. 


Y TINY 
* 


3 IVI. 4 896 5 
1 LIKE: the fox ſhall grieve, TTL V's 
*” Whole mate hath left herifide; ©" 
Whom hounds from morn to eve, 
| Chaſe o'er the country wide. 
bo Where can my lover hide? 0 
Vhere cheat the wary pack? - 


If ove be not his guide, 8 


AEG N at de bar you l bangt me to 
ſcore, f * 


And bid me be free of my lips and no more * 


ſot, 


be 


W, languiſh'd and pin'd till I granted the reſts 


Kh 
8 $ © +> 


My love is all madneſs und folly: N 
EE 0 
Toſs, tumble, and cry, „ 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was ever ſuch a wretth as 11 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 
Stark blind to my charms, 
Is loſt in the arme 


. that jilt, that inveigling barlot! 3 
Stark blind to my charms, e 


„% „eee 


Is loſt in the arme 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlor 4 
This, this y reſentment n . 


f L — 4 


'Tavs gameſters united in friendſhip are found, 
Though they know that their ny all is a 
Sheet; 


They flock to their prey at t the Ae box's ſound, 
And join to promote one another's deceit, 
But if by miſhap 3 | 
They fail of a chap, rp Be) le Bdl 
To keep in their hands, xp ka Aer enitrap.. 
- Like pikes, lank with. Wes ry with we their 


ends, 


TW! bite their. ee and prep/ on a their 
friends. 2 | 


*. 
+ 
be, 


III. 


Friendſhip for intereſt is but a joan, FF, 


PPP — — 
. k - N — ? A + EY a WE , n wt * * 
* ">. 1 b 8 ; ; 
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C4) 


LH. . I 


| Tun modes of the court ſo common ll 


That a true friend can hardly be met; 


+ * + 


Which they let out for what they can N KF 
Tis true, you. find, 


1 ; 
0 C5: 7% 


Some friends ſo kind, | 7 
Who will give you good counſel | themſelves/to 

defend. 

In forrowful ditty, 


They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for money, from friend to friend, 


1 III. * 1 ts 15 
Wear, 1 are we men Vi P 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey: NS 

Though we have felt the hook, agen 
WMWWe bite and they bettax. | 
The bird that hath-been trat. 
When he hears his calling mate, ons 
Too her flies, again he's clapt 
Wichin the wiry grate... 


3. EIS IE wr te 8 
LIV. « 


In the day of x my youth [could ll fike a dove, | 


fa, la, la, &c. og 5 37 


; Liks'a ſparrow, a all times was ready for love, 


ta, Ia, la, Ke. 
The: life of all mortals bid paſs, / 


Lip to lip while we're young — then the lip to * 


1 | glaſs, 8 &c. 


2 „ OO, 


. . 3 


| „ | : 
I'M like a ſxiff on che ocean toſt, 1 
Now high, now low, with each billow borne, 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor ut 
Deſerted and all forlorn. 
While thus I lie rolling and tolling all ade 
That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight ! 
Revenge, revenge, revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reſtlefs ſprite. 


F * 
: 


+> 


: LVI. The 
Ween a a wife s in her pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
The good huſband as meek as a lamb, 
Her vap.ours to ſit, 5 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quieting draught i is a dram. | 
Poor man] and the quicting draught is a dram. 


IyiI. 


Por Lx. „ CURSE attends that woman's ak 

Wo always would be pleaſing. | 
Luer. The pertneſs of the billing dove, 

Like tickling i is but teazing. 

Por Lv. What then in love can woman 4 * 
Lucy. If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Pol LY. And when we fly them, whey purſue, | 
Lex. But leave us when they've won us. 
Voir Ah D N 


0 Lak 


— - ——_— 


—— 


LVI U. 


AMONG the men, coquets we find, 
Who court by turns all womankind ; 


And we grant all their hearts defired, 


When they are Hatzer's and ai. | 


LIX. 


8 Cour, ſweet laſs, 

Let's baniſh ſorrow 
Till to-morrow; 
Come, ſweet laſs, 

ket's take a chirping gl 

Wine canclear 
The vapours of deſpair ; 
And make us light as air, 
Then drink and . care. 


— Ms A48 9 


IX. 


Por L v. „Ens erer you "RY ? 


Lucy. Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 


Pol Lr. Think with that look thy Polly dies. 


Lucy. O ſhun me not- but hear me. 
err. 'Tis. iy ſues 

:Lucr. s Lucy ſpeaks. 

Pol. L v. Is thus true love requited? 
Lucy. My heart is burſting, 

| PoLLy. Mine too breaks. 


Lucr. Muſt I 
FG ar, —— Muſt I be ſighted, 


? # 


LK. 


* 89 
— 
LXr. 9g 


Wikia way ſhall [turn me- Ho can{decide ? 
Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride. 
One wife is too much for moſt huſbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear. 
This way, and that way, and which way I will 

What would comfort the one, t 'other wite would 
take ill. 


72 


LXII. 


Win my bre in court e | 
And ftands arraign'd for-his life; 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ah! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the failor he holds up his h 
Diſtreſs'd on the-daſhing wave; 
'Todie a dry death at land, 
Is as bad as a wat'ry grave. 


And alas ! poor Polly ! 
Alack, and well-a-day ; | 
Before I was in love, 


Oh! ey ry month was May. 


4 p 


* 


"a „ 


LXIII. 


Winde holds up bis hand arraig'd for his. 
life, | 
O think of your aanghter; and think I * kis wife? 
What are cannons, or bombs, or claſhing of ſwords 
For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 
Then nail up their lips; that dread thunder allay; 
And each month * life will R de May. 


LXIV. 


THE charge i is prepar'd the en are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhew !) 

1 go, undiſmay' d- for death is a debt, 

A debt on demand - ſo take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my love---dear charmer, adieu. 
Contented I die---'tis the better for you. . 
Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, : 
For this way at once 1 gens all my WIVES. 


251 IXV. W $3 1 
SINCE laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
5200 curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
1 wonder we han't better company. 
IE Upon Tyburn tree! 
But gold from law can take out the Fe ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
*Twould thin the land, ſuch en to ſtring, 
Udon Tyburn tr tree. 


LXVI. 


3 


IXVI. 


11 WovLD I might be hang” d! 

Pol L Y.— And I would ſo. too | INF +: th 

Lucy. To be hang'd with you. 5 

POLLY. My dear with you. , 

Mach. O leave me to thought! I fear! 1 doubt. 
Itremble! I droop !- ſee my courage! 15 out 

POL Lv. No token of love? | 

M a c #,——See my courage is out. 

Lucy. No token of love! 

Pol r. Adieu! 

Lucy. Farewell. 5 

Mack. But hark! I Hear the toll of the bel. 

CHORUS. * de roll, loll, Ec. | 


LXvil. | 
Tavs 1. 1 like the Turk with IP x IS. 


around ; 

From all fides their glances his . confound 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his defires, 
Though willing to all, but with one he retires. 
Bat think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day, may. be happy to-morrow. 
CxoRus. But think of this maxim, Kc. 

V Fi 


The BATTLE of HEXHAM..--G. Colman, jur. 


EXVIIT. 


Tux ; mineing lep, che woman's air, 
The tender ſigh, and ſoften'd note, 

Poor. Adeline muſt now forſwear, 
Nor think upon the . 


Since "ear has led me to the field; 


The ſoldier's phraſe Fl! learn by rote; 
I'II talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, 
And quite forget my petticoat. 


When the loud cannon's roar I hear, 
And trumpet's bray with brazen throat, 
With bluſtring then I'll hide my fear, 
Left I betray my petticoat.. 


But ah E how light the terrors paſf, 
If he, on whom I fondly doat,. 
Is to my arms reſtor'd at laſt !— 

Then give me back my petticoat. 


IK. . 

1 5 0 wor wa : 1 F467 

| 83 Arthur firſt in court Chinn: | 
'To wear long hanging ſleeves, - 
He entertain'd three ſerving men, 


And all of them were thieves. 


c 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman, | 
The ſecond was a Scot, e 

The third he was a Welchman, 1 
And all were knaves, 1 wot. uf 


The dienen ier d Uizaehanade. cco...:. 

The Scot lov'd ale, call'd blue cap; -F 

The Welchman he lov'd toaſted: cheeſe, 
And made his mouth like a mouſe-traps. . 


. Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'din ale; _ 
The Welchman had like to have been choak'd 
| with a mouſe, © fo. 
© +. But he pull'd her out by the tail. [ 


"LH 0 
L o 
| "Bias pry the Blue fy. 


"Lox o'er the glaane; F 
. Mum let us be; 

Lurk, and mum's the word 11 

— For you and me; R 

Through the brake, through the wood, prowl 


A 


rowl, around; 1 
we watch the IO with ears to the. roar 
i Barz to the Neun 
LXXI. 


| —_— a 
Moderation and Alteration.” 


IN an old quiet pariſh, on on a brown, healthy, old 


Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold 
is wore 
With many an old fiend, do for e . 
. WW 
And 1 uncork d the old $herry-- that I had taſted 


* 1 


"Bar It Was in n moderation, Kc. 


There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſervants 


: was the head, 
: And kept the key of the old cellar, and old plates 
= and chipp'd the brown bread : : 
= If an odd old a was ein, it was eaſily 
=. _ aid 
That the very old beer, was. one — found 
| dead. 
But it was in moderation, cc. 11 
= But we had a good old cuſtom when the week did 
; |. *, If 8 begin, 


. i: fiew. by my. accounts, 1 bad not waſted A 


For 2711 Lord, though he was bountiful, thought 
_ waſte was a im, | 
And never would lay out much, but when my 
Lady lay in. . 
Bat ſtil it was moderation, & . 5 
N „„ 


1 * to We 


(33) 


Codd ack]. aan hin cncs Das Fortune 
did frown! 


I left my old quiet pantry to tradge from town 
| to town; 

Worn quite off my legs in ſearch of aw bobs, 
N and cracks on the crown ; 


I was fairly knock'd up, and very near foully 
knock'd down. 


AIR 8 Oh 1 it was a wonderful alteration 1 


1 8 f 1 4 4 4 
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LXXII. . 
N ow Phoebus aten e neee 
Welcome ſong and welcome jeſt, 
Midnight ſhout and revelry, 
Tipſy dance andyollity; | 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And advice with ſcrup/lous head, 2 
Strict age and four leverity _ TDN 
Wich their ous ſaws in lumber lie. | 


* 
— = 


wa. i 
2 4 Su 1 ; 


” of 


By Aimpled brook or Fountain brim, _ _ , 


The wood nymphs deck'd with daifies trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep; 


What has night to do with ſleep? 


Night 


( 34 ) | 
Might has better ſweets to prove, = © 


Venus now awakes, and wakens love, 
Come, let us then our rights begin, 
Tis only day- light that makes fin. 


7 Das „ fY | 
„ TT 


22 FRO. tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet variety, © 
By turns we drink, and dance and ſing, 
Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul? Ns 
No dull flinting hour we o Ww; 
Pleaſure counts our time day e 


— 


A 
By the gaply circling glaſs, | 5 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 5. 75 583 
Y e 5 
How the waining night grows old. f 
Soon, too ſoon, itlid buſy day. 
Drives us from our ſport and play; 1 * 
What have we with day to doo. 
a Sons oe care! ops made for . 3 
4 $i "< z | | 7 


„ oh eee new a 


LXXVI. 


SWEET echo, ſu eeteſt nymph, that liv'R { unkeen, 
Within the airy cell, 
By flow Meander' s margent green, * 
And in the violet-embroĩder'd vale, 
Where the love- lorne nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 


Can'ſt chou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeſt the Narciſſus are 
Oh! if thou have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 


Sweet Queen of Parley; daughter of the ſphere 

So may'|t thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, © 

And give reſounding grace to all heav'n n's har- 
monies. | 


„ 
9 * 


* 


ILXXVII. 


FLy fifiy, yeunmmneilt Cemdfirornins 
The nameleſs ſoſt tranſports that beauty can give, 
The bowls frolick joys let him teach her to e, 
And ſhe in return the raptures of Love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 

The moſt ſplendid palace: grows: dark as the grave, 

Love and wine give, ye A1 5 or take back What 
Von 1 5 

5883 ; , LXXVIIL. 


LXXVIII. 


* Fame's an echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glittering bubble, 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it, 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think i it. 


Why then, why ſach toil A 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to A 
Like her ſiſter Fortune, blind, 2 

To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, _ *' * 


_ x * 


IXXIX. „„ be 


Woots you taſte the noontide air? 
To yon fragrant bower repair, 
Where woven with the poplar 1 5 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 


8 Down each ſide-a-fountain-flows, 
Tung, murmuring, as it goes | 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 1 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. "al. 4 
Round the languid herds and W 5 
5 Stretch'd o'er the ſunny hillocks ſleep, _ 
While on the hyacinth and roſe met 
The fair does all alone oft. . 
All alone - and in her arms Tops | 
-- Your breaſt may beat to love's: arme, 50 1 
Till bleis'd and bleſſing vou ſhall ow, RD VS 
Iu Joys of love are Joys alone. 5 
: IxXX. 


= 


1 5) 
LXXXI. 


Live; and love, enjoy the "ay 
Baniſli ſorrow, baniſh-care,  _ 

Mind not what old dotards ſay, | 

Age has had its. ſhare of play, 1 
But youth's ſport begins to-dayx. | 


From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let not ſcare-crow virtue fright, 
Here in pleaſure's vineyard we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 5 8 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. "EE "4 


LXXXII. 


Cox, come, bid adieu to . 
Love and harmony reign here. 
No domeſtic jealous jars, | 
Buzzing flanders; wordy wars, 

In my preſence will appear, 

Love ay harmony reign here. i 


Sighs to amorous ſighs returning, | . 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, OOTY 

Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, | 

Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes e 

Are the only tumults here, - 

All the woes you need to fear, | 

Love and harmony reign here. " — 


vor. ＋ Fe” I E * | LXXXIII. 


* 
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| LXXXIII. 
„ Aer vo. 


How: gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales. 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine! 
Ry: FH AIR. 

On every hill, in every grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 


The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeck in vain. 


/ 
- 


„ 


No to the moſſy cave I fly, | 
Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the brouſing goats to WE 
As o'er the airy ſteep they hung. 
+. _- The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro' the rambling vale I paſs, 
And figh to ſee the well-known ſhade, 
1 weep, and kiſs the bended graſz, | 
Where love and Damon fondly play'd. 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 


But Damon ee 1 ſeck i in vain, | 


From | 


„ 

From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 

Yet Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


A. AM. AMS. te tat 


PT 5 
RE Ĩ«ͤ - X 
Loves, the greateſt bliſs belows 
How to taſte few women know, | 
Fewer ſtill the way have hit, 
How a fickle ſwain to. quit. 


Simple nymph come learn of me, 
How to treat inconſtancy. 


AIR. | 

The wanton god that pierces hearts, 

Dips in gall his pointed darts, 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine : 

Farewell lovers when they're cloy'd;; 

If I am ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd, 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free WP. 
Jo rid me of dull company. CN OS” 


They have charms, while mine can pleaſe; 
I love them much, but more my eaſe : 
Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 
ens E 3 | Why 


„ (oo) 


Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain ? 
All I hope of mortal man, 
Is to love me whilſt he can. 


. 1 
* [ * - 
LXXXV. 
: 


No on beds of fading flowers,. 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in Syren bowers, 


Will tru» pleaſure long reſide. 


On aweful virtue's hill ſublime,  _ 
Enthron'd fits th* immortal fair; - 3 
Who wins her height, muſt patient climb. 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care, 


So from the firſt did Jove ordain, 


\ 


I IXXXVI. . 
Mc not me your muſty rules, 
Fee drones that mould in idle cell; 
© The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
[ The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If mort my ſpan, 1 leſs can pare | | 
To pals a ſingle pleaſure by; 
An hour is long if loft in care, 
They only live who life eno x. 
* Len 


* 


C4) 


LXXXVII 0 


VE Fawns, and ye Dryads, from hill, dale, and 
grove, ERS: 

Trip, trip it along, conducted by love; 

 Swiftly reſort to Comus? gay court, 

And in various meaſures ſhew Love's various ſport- 


« 


2 LXXXVIIL. 


SABRINA fair. 
Liſten where thou art fitting 

Under the glaſly, co tranſlucent wave, 
In twiſted braids of lilies knitting 

The looſe train of thy amver-dropping hair? 
Liſten for dear honour's ſake, . 
Goddeſs of the filver lake, 

Liſten and firs, 


LXXXIX. 


By the ruſhy fringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the ofier dank, 
My ſliding chariot ſtays, | 
Thick-ſet with Agat, and the axure ſheen 
Of Turkiſh blue, and em'rald green, 
1 That in the channel ſtrays, 
Wdilſt from off the waters fleet. 


Thus I ſet my priotleſs feet, 


— — 


Ober the cowllip's velvet head, 
That bends as I tread, 
Gentle ſwain, at thy requeſt, 


. . 


2 r , Ie "Fa 
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xc. 
RECITATIVO. 


GODDESS. dear; 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charmed band. _ 
= Of true virgin here diſtreſſed, 
Thro' the force and thro? the wile,. 
Of unbleſs'd enchanter vile. 


RECITATIV 0. 
3 SHEPHERD, tis my office beſt 
E To helpenſnar'd chaſtity :- 
Brighteſt lady look on me: 
1 Thus I ſprinkle on thy breaſt 


Drops that from my fountain pure 
I have kept of precious cure; 


Thrice upon thy finger's tip, | 
Thrice upon thy ruby'd li: 
Nest this marble venom'd feat, 
Smear'd with gums of glutinous hee, 


I touch with chaſte palms moiſt and cold: 
Now the ſpell has loſt his hold, © 

| And I muſt haſte, ere morning hour, 155 

* To wait in Aurbinite 5 bower | 


ex USADE. 


eee 
—————————— ... — —— 
CRU AD. Reynolds. 
M XCIL. | 


Warn war begins, and claſhing arms s reſounds, 
And ſpears are ſhiver'd in the fight, 
When dying groans are heard a round, 
And day grows darker to the ſight: 
Then with the torrent's force I go, 
And fate directs the mighty blow, 


But when the lute breathes forth an am'rous air, 
5 My ſoul enraptur' d leaps to meet the fair; 
p By love, triumphant love oppreſs d, 
TI gaze, I figh, 
J pant, I die: 
And gazing, ſighing, 
| Panting, dying, | 
Sink on the channer's. breaſt. 


Soldier tired. 


Tat: -Knight inſpir'd with conqu'ring war, 
Delights to wield his fuctd and ſpear.. 
Oh, curſe on. this gout, 4 a fas to all ber 


It quite overcomes me, tho? cas'd up in ſteel; 
For while it is conſtantly tearing and biting. 


I freely confeſs that I know what I feel. 


Lord 


c 
Tord, how it twitches ! 
EX Smarts as it itches! 
Devil n&er felt ſuch a torment . "Me 
Again now it pinches ; 
It kills me by inches 
A hundred mad cats wou'dn't ekle me more. 


* ( f Saller tir d. 


But hark, the lofty trumpet, founds, 
- _ calls. again to war. 


Paddy Whack, 
O curſe on this gout, &c. 0p 


XCIV. 
. 8 


SHE is the faireſt, ſweeteſt Fair, 
The lovelieſt that eber walk'd, firz 
So beautiful, ſhe ne'er was ſeen, 
So witty, ſhe ne'er talk'd; fir: . 
| She never dares to contradict. 
Or even think of billing ; 
She neither dreſſes, eats or drinks, 
Ft Or coſts a fingle ſhilling. Is | 


Then where's the knight that wont: 12 give 
The girl ſo fair a bonny buſs? | 

What married man would not wiſh 
 His.wife, fir, an Anonymous? 


- 
> 
4 * 
t 
4 ** 
* 
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— 


While 


64 N 


While ae lovers weep and-figh, 
And daily, nightly, watch, fir, ' 
J love a princeſs in the ſky, 
Who cannot fight or ſcratch, fir, 
In two things more ſhe far outdoes. 
All other wedded ladies 
Her huſband never. can have horns, 
Or, what is worſe, ſir, babies. 


Then where's che knight, & K. 


—y— 


xc. 
G LR R. 


8 Old Mrd. . 8 


BANISH forrow, grief*s a folly, 
Thought unbend thy wrinkled brow,. 

| Hence dull care and melancholy, 
Mirth and j joy invite us now. 

Bacchus empties all his treaſure, 


Comus brings us wit and ſong l 
| F ollow, follow, follow, pleaſure, 


Let us join the jovial throng. þ / 
Is! love-ſick ſwain who: fighs aud mers, 
I' other bottle would ſet free, 


Nor artful ſmiles nor amorous dimples. 
E*er would fetter you or me. 

We for courtſhip have ho leiſure, 

Bumpers yield us better] Joys, 

— White thus mirth/our tune — 


Why: 


Why chen ſhould dull care perplex us, 
Why ſhould we not jovial be, 
Since we're here we've nought to vex us 
Bumpers ſet from care all free? 
Then let's have bumpers out of meaſure, 
Let's be gay while time we have, 
Follow, follow, follow, pleaſure, - 
There's no drinking in the grave. | 
—— 


XCVI. : 
LISTEN to the miracles that Joppa does 1 


vine t'ye, 
Mark what 1 propheſy, 
Will paſs in anno — | 
One thouſand ſeven hundred and ninety, 
4 _ Liſtento the miracles, &G 


The Knight now / bis helmet on, his fword and 
falchion handles, 
But Knights then as thick 1 n 
In buſhy bobs will keep their ſhops, | | 
And deal, good lack, in figs and . and ſoap 
and tallow candles. | 3 
e Liſten to the miracles, xc · 


No nenten the nobles then, like ours Il 
take delight in, 8, | 
No holy war be kept in view, 
* But ſhould a chriſtian box a jew, 
There Il be plenty to eſpouſe ſack a holy prize- 
: fighting. 4 | 


. 


Liſten to the inliacies, &c. 
by ** 


r 
Folly wall like vii, run, 3 will ever 
5 cool Wo 
Much more I could: propheſy, 
Yet ſpite of ſuch calamity, 


'The nation will be happy in a monarch chat will 
rule it. 


Liſten to che miracles &e. 


DP UT. 


On thou wert ſent to charm me, - 
My little flutt'ring dove! 
With Cupid's fire I'll warm thee, 
Sweet cherub of the grove! 
Lord how my ſoul is throbbing, 
My little flutt'ring dove 
My tender heart is bobbing, 
Sweet cherub of the 8 


XCVIII. 


Vos come into the preſence, and there yon do ſee, 
Vour princely 1 prince of 0 ſo gallant and ſo 
„ 

I ſay unto myſelf who can theſe followers be, 

"£ That dare to ftare and wear their hair as ors 
| out-whiſker me ? | 

Why blind fools, baſe fools, you ſhall have .no 

quarter, 
But find unto your colt that you have caught A 


tartar. 
- | Odds 


| 
| | Odds bobs ! here's fun ! a prince with bot 
5 one boot on, 3 
| 
| 
| 


One royal leg without. 
80 none ſhall have preferment, 
© Unlets he's got the gout. 


My n dens of ſtate muſt never fret nor FOR 
Live tolaughandquafandhateall griefandgloom 
So liſten vaſſals all, ſhauld-any-one preſume | 
| To pout, and flout, and ſcout the gout, I'll kick 
them round the room ; + 
What dread rubs! vow ſcrubs! can't youplainly 


| ſpy, 
7 That you can Wala leaſt, fall ee as 12 
| 


Odds bobs! arg mou on en with 
flannel on, ® 
= But ct tn lang W 
Vaoonr prince can't kick you out; 
I So * 8 


— 


BATTLE rg my foul employs; 
 » Next comes love with all its joys 
And liquor crown my daily toys. 
| Give me then, ye powrs divine, 
Sive en e and wine. 


20 


Battle makes. me' . Fo vain, 1 : 
Love ſteals in and cools the flame, 18885 
But liquor makes me mad again. 

: Give me then, ye pow'rs divine, 

1 Sive me women, war, and wine. 


Let 


N 


( 49) 
| Let me fight and never fly, 
Loet me love and never ſigh, 
Let me drink until I die: 
_ Give me then, ye pow'rs divine, 
Give me woman, war and wine. 
LEAD me now to gloomy dungeons, 
_ Onward lead where captives he, AT 
| Not complaining, S 
Life diſdaininz, 
Oh! how pleaſing tis die! 
What is life? an empty bubble. | 
What's the world but ſtrife and trouble 2 
Vet tis joy to fall with glory, . 
Bleſs'd by thoſe for whom I ſtrove; 
When I'm dead, they'll mourn my tory, 
And n m 4 eg tad 


FFT 
EXXNIGH rs. errant of old. 
By their titles we're told. 
Thought more of th:ir ſtomachs * fame; 
Each knight from ſome treat, 


Some plant or ſome meat, 
VDncourteouſly borrowed his name. 


 Scorcnu Tux E Corn Rig.“ 
De'el burn you all, quoth St. Andrew, 
Let other Knights gang whiſtle, 
The bonny Scotſman kens his foes, 


And ſcratches. with his thiſtle, 
ve 1. Ye op 


WeLcn 


6 
Walon 0h, be de nos. 
Now, Cotſplood, quoth St. David, 
Oh, pleſs the Leek ! | 
Indeed the Welch Knight peats the Scot ; 
Oh pleſs the Leek! ! : 
Milk, Cheeſe, and Curds, and Nanny Goats, 
With other treats we Taffies view, | 
And tear and ſwear, and fight, look me ; 
Oh, pleſs the Leek ! 


FazN C4 Young Colin ful: my heart away,” 


St. Dennis di, mes chere amis, 
En verite behold a me, 
We French Kings dance away, d'ye 40 
And fight for Frogs and Fricaſſee. | 


Ia isn Ally Crater. 


$t. Patrick bot as lightning, TY an off Y 


. Bumbo, 

Cried out, ** don't bets thus with noiſe and and 
| Hurlo Thrumbo; | 
Here's one with his Shilaly will ſuddenly all beat 
Ye, 

2 your Frogs and Thiſtle yield to Pat 1 
is Potaty, ; 

Oh, the plump Potaty, | 

The pretty plump Potaty.“ 


1 ExcI isn. Rule Britannia.” 


When Errant Knights in proud array, 
Aſſembled firſt on Clermont's plain, 
This was the burden of their lay, 5 
And every W Jour de lain: 1 
> St. 


( 


St. . for ever! for ever live che chief, 
St. George, Old England, and, roaſt beef! 

Oh the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And, oh the Old Engliſh roaft beef! __ 


CI. 
G L E E. 


Ray, Sur: may truſt in the <1 LP 
Which I've kept ſince my youth, 
And I'll tell you the reaſon why, - - 
Could any other lover, 
Such a miſtreſs diſcover, 
He'd then be as conſtant as I. 
Let our love and our friendſhip live, live, live, 
Let the bells and the tabors ſound, 
Give but Conſtantia's hopes ſucceſs, 
And my own ſhall ſoon be crown'd. 


SIR Taov. There's a triumph 1 in charms. © 
But greater in arms, 
And I'll tell you the reaſon whys,. Fas 
A lover is whining, 


While Knights Errant are ſhining, 
Then who's ſuch a champion as I 


Let the ſhield and the ſpear thine bright, bright, 
bright, | 

10 the pipes and the bugles found ; 

Give but Sir Troubadour room — 

* be l ever keep his ground, 


2 2 = 


. 


4 Though lovers ſurround me, 


(4), 


Bax. There $A a glory i in war, 


Which exceeds you by far, 
And Ill tell you the reaſon at * I 
is Knight loves his lance, fir, ,., 


A lover romance, fir, 


But I whilſt in battle would die. 


Let the war and the havoc rage, rage, rage 3 - 
Get the fifes and the drums reſound, 


Give little Bantam boys force enough, 
And my fame ſhall ſtill be crown'd. 


p . 4 - — 


\ 


CHRISTMAS TALE. Garrick. 


n | 4 


My eyes may fpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue. flow without meaſure, 


Yet my heart in my boſom lies ml; „ 


Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, | 
But the miller. 8 aſleep 1 in his mill, 


With ſpeeches confound me, - 
| Yet my heart in my boſom lies Kill; 


Thus the river is flowing, 


The mill-clapper going; My os 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill. 


1 
The little God eyes me, n | 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
But my heart is awake in my breaſt "a 
Thus boys lily creeping, 
Would catch the bird ſleeping, _ 
But the linnet's awake in his neſt 


Lo 


cv. 1 


O THE freaks of womankind! 
As ſwift as thought we breed'em :. 
No whims will ſtarve in woman's mind, 
| For vanity will feed 'em ;. 
Teazing ever, 
Steady never; 
Who the ſhifting-clouds can bind? 
| O the freaks of womankind ! &Cc.. + 
Quick of ear, and ſharp of eye, 
Others faults. we hear and ſpy, 
But to our own: 
Alone, | 
We are both deaf and blind, 
© the freaks of xvomankind 


| CV. 
 WomMaAN mould be wiſely kind, 
Nor give her paſſion ſcope; | 
juſt reveal her inclination, 
Never wed without probation,. 
Nor in the lover's mind, 
| __ the ſweet bloſſom, hope. 


P „5 Youth 


(54) 


Youth ad beauty. kindle love, 
Sighs and vows. will fan the fire; 
| _- _ Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 
Sorrow then ſucceeds deſires _ 
*S i "Honour, faith, and well-earn' d fame, 
Feed the ſacred * flame! 


: 2 . 
48 7 5 x 
<4 * 


— 


| : þ "Pix beauty commands me, my | heart mu. 
Tis honour hat calls me, 3 leads „. 
From the ſoft filken fetters of pleaſure I fly, : 
With my love I muſt live, or with honour, wall 
die. 
I wake from my trance, 
X | Bring 'the ſword, ſhield, and lance, 
. 1 My name ſhall be famous in ſtory ; | 


I © Now danger has charms, 
"WM 5 For love ſounds to arms, 
1 And love is my paſſion and glory . 
ö ; bf 
V 


* ” 


Though edg'd by ſpells, and magic charms, 


Tis from the heart, the pow'r muſt flow, 
To conquer, and forgive the foe. 


| ; & : =P" 54 42 1 . 
av "i - CIX; 


O TAKE this wreath my hand has » wore, 5 
The pledge and emblem of my love; 
Theſe flow' rs will keep their brighteſt hue, ' 

| Whilſt you are conſtant, kind, and true. 


But ſhould you, falſe to love and me, 

- Wiſh from my fondneſs to be free, 
Foreboding that my fate is nigh, 

Tach gms flow'r will droop and die 1 


L . | 
by * [2 

8 : | 

0 0 * - 1 

I 7 — \ i 

j 

j 

j 


Taroucn 8 your nerves to ad * ſpear, 
Or raiſe the maſſy ſhield ; g 
Though ſwift as lightning through the air | 
| The ſword of death you wield ; + 4 
'Tis from the heart, the pow'r muſt flow, - 
To conquer, and forgive the foe, 


- Your ſword may reap renown ; 
"Tis honour conſecrates your arms, — 
And gives the laurel crown! 74 


THO! honour loudly firikes my ear; 
- '®The ſofter notes of love provellinge 
Every ſenſe aſſailing. 
Swell with hope, or fink with ſear F 


Who for the goal of glory aft, 
Too love ag 
Would ne'er forbi 
To figh 2 a laſt adieu ! | 


; F go---my faith and truth to prove, : 


Valor ne'er was foe to love; 
T will, I muſt obey the call, 
Love's triumphant over all! 


n ͤ— — 


CX. 
D UE T. 


Om HEAR me kind and gentle ſwain, 
Let love's ſweet voice delight you; 


When beauty's lips invite you. 


As love and valor warm your heart, 
And faith and honour guard you; 


F From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 


And beauty will reward you. 


Our tear-ftrain'd eyes their wiſh diſcloſe, 

Can cruel you refuſe em? „ 

0 wipe the dew from off the roſe, 
1 * it in your boſom. 


he ear of youth ſhould drink each Wd, - 


CXT. S 


(tw) 


—— 


.CXI. 
CAMILLA, i TY 
LOOK A e ee ike i frange® 


To doubt of you when all things change; 

The branching tree, the blooming flower, 

Their form and hue, change every hour; ; 
While all around ſuch change] ſee, : 
* my heart muſt fear for” a 


_.  FLorIDOR. 
Blighted and chill'd by cruel froſt, 
Their vigour droops, their beauty's loft ; 
My cheek may fade by your diſdain, 2 
To change my heart, all pow'r is vain; a 
Look round the earth, the flow'r and my 
To nature's true as I to thee. 


CAMILLA. 


Look up to hen se h ic ange; 
To doubt of you, when all things change; 
Sun, moon, and ſtar, thoſe forms ſo bright, 
Are changing ever to the ſight! _ 
While in the heav'ns ſuch change * ſee, 
Alas! wy heart muſt fear for thee 3 


TT FLORIDOR. IT BL 
Clouded or - bright, the noon and ſun | 
Are conſtant to the courſe they run; 
So gay, or ſad, my heart as true, 
Riſes and ſets to love and q | 
MT in the heav'ns, each ſtar you ſee, 
True to its orb, as I to thee. 


1 >= : 
on * 1 ; | 
- ” * „ J N 7 
N / 5 
we * . 
1 . 
* 


CXIL. 


- To- all our hearts philoſophers have taught, 
= A ſubtle vapour flies, 1 
Warm'd in the veins, it kindles quick as thought, 
And ſparkles in the eyes. 


Be warn'd * fair, and retire, 
Foul repent if you're raſh, ; 
O never play with fire 1 


If a youth comes, with grace 3 a ſong. | 

| Like Phæbus deck'd in rays, 4 

3 ee 
| And ſet it in a blaze, 
Be warn d ye fair} Kc. 


Baut ſhould the youth'come with honour and „ 
ly notzyour lover's rays, ; 
- His heart in a flame, let your's be 3 


* 
— * 
"% 


And make a mutual blaze 120 
FRE From him we need not retire, : 
When ſuch can be found, 
. Wie may ftand our ground, 
4 80 then we N 11 * ire. 


2820 


O HOW weak will power and reaſon 


To this boſom tyrant prove, 
Every act is fancied treaſon, 
To the jealous ſovereign Long! 


Paſſion urg'd the youth to danger, 
| Paſſion calls him back again : 
Paſſion is to peace a ſtranger, 
Seek I muſt my bliſs or bane. | 


So the feverd eld that languiſh, 


And in ſcorching torments rave, 


Thus to end or eaſe their anguiſh, 


Headlong plunge into the wave. 


REY 


1 cxtv⸗ | 


By my faith and wand, 
Gracing now my hand, 
I'm at your command, 

For ever and for aye. 
Heart within my breaſt, 

Never ſhall have reſt, 
Till of your's poſſeſt; 
2 !—alack a day! 


De 


LES) 


Do you want a Knight? 
Ready, briſk and tight, 
Foes and friends to fight, 

For ever and for aye. 

A If you want a ſlave, _ . 
Whom you will not fave, 

| Send me to my grave, 
| In 6 a "> 


ts, | 
w i. CXV. 


ONck a merry de lark 
I mounted to the f-) 
But now lis grown « fober ſpark, 
And like an owl, 155 
1 | The wiſeſt fowl, 
Is Will roll a diſmal eye; 
For Robinette will have it ſo, 
And what ſhe will ſhall be, 


And turn off he! he ! he! 


'Y Once as merry as the kid, 

1 I friſk'd it o'er the ground, 5 
| But fince I am to laugh * 

= An aſs I am, 


Shut up in diſmal pound: 


— 


I therefore take to ho! ho! Ft 4 


A ſheep, a lamb, 1 : 1 


For Robinette will have it 3 1 1 
And what ſhe will ſhall be, 

; I therefore take to ho! ho! ho! 

And turn off he! he! he! 


cxvl. 


1. ) 


Cn. _- 


Born O THE delight! | 
To be an errant knight! 
Ros. O'er mountain, hill and rock, 
In rain, and wind, and ſnow, 
All dangers he muſt mock, 
And muſt with pleaſure go. 
uivering and quaking, 
Shivering and ſhaking, 
9 | Diſmal nights, 
Horrid ſprites, 
Lions roaring, | 
- Monſters ſnoring, Ye 
Caſtles tumbling, 
| Thunder grumbling : 
Bor H. O the delight! 
To be an errant knight! 


Ros. Damſels ſqueaking, 


Devils ſhrieking, 

Clubs and giants, 
Hurl defiance, 
Night and day, 

Loſe they way, 

Spirits ſinking, * 
Nothing drinking, 

Beat and beating, 
Little eating, 
Broken bones, 
Beds of ſtones, 

Born. O tte delight! 
| To be an errant knight! 


ven: ED oO CXxVII' 


( 62 ) 


vn. 


CxUEI fiends has me! 
Torment me, and undo me! 
My riſing hopes are croſt, 
My ſword and ſhield are loſt ! 
My breaſt with valor glow'd, 
Fame her temple ſhew'd, 
Fiends have interpos'd, 
The gates are ever, ever clos'd ! 


Away with deſpair to the da; 
Nothing daunts the noble mind; 
Crown'd with theſe flowers I'll take the field, 
My foes with this charm I will face, 
Love alone ſhall ſupply the ow 
— ford, and ſhield! 


c — — 


Cx. 


Youno man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
Wiſdom get where'er . can; 


eee 4,2, * .* Sa * i „ — 
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See, ee, Es 4 
1 The humble bee,  * 
1 Draws wealth from the meaneſt of flowers, 
1 | Then hies away, 
With his precious prey, 
No paſſion his prudence ſours. 


Young 


„ 


Voung man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
Wiſdom get where' er you can. 
Wild youth, 
Paſſion and truth, 
So oppoſite never agree; 
Be prudent, ſage, 
Draw wit from old age, 
And be wiſe as the humble bee. 


Voung man, young man. 
Be this your plan, | 
Wiſdom get where er you can. 
No pow'rcan calm the ſtorm to reſt, 
No magic charm the father's breaſt, 
Which beats with doubts and fears: 


— 


No mere for active ſcenes I burn, 


My pow'r and ſtrength to n turn, 
My manhood melts to tears! | 


I will not doubt---thro' ſtormy ſkies, 
My fon ſhall break his way; 

Shall cloudleſs o'er his errors riſe, 
And fame ſhall hail the day ! 


G2 0 


6 
3 
Nx GR. OTRIPLING, traitor; victim of my rage? 
Stripling, traitor; offspring of ſedition ! 
Dar'ſt thou with Nigromant engage, 


Nothing ſhall my wrath aſſuage, 
But vengeance and perdition ! | 


Triumphant joy my boſom ſwells ; 
Vain are your magic charms and ſpells, 
Revenge that ne'er could ſleep, 
Her crimſon ſtandard rears, 
Here on this fiery flood! _ 
Revenge ſhall ſoon her laurels 2258 
In the ſon's blood, | 
And in the father's tears. 


Fror1.Thy terrors, threats, and boaſts are vains 
Fantoms of a heated brain;; 
Let all thy fiends ſurround thee, 
The elements conſpire, . 
Theo water, earth, and fire. = 
Tl follow and confound thee! 


On the Sn if you ride, 
Thro' all your ſpells Pll break, 
Confound your guilt and pride, 
And plunge into thy fiery lake, 
With virtue for my guide. 


CXXI. 


LET the loud thunder rattle, 
Flaſh lightning round thy head, 
Place me in the front of battle. 
By rage and horror led; 
Tho? death in all her ghaſtly forms appear, 


— 


My heart chat knows no crime, can know no fear, 


 CYMON. dam. 


"OX xt I. 
Ir pure are che ſprings of the bent 
al ente the river will flow, 
If noxious the ſtream from the mountain. 
It poiſons the valley below: -. - 
So of vice, or of virtue, poſſeſt 
The throne makes the nation, 
Thro? ev'ry gradation, 

Or wretched, or bleſt. 


*-4 
— — 


— — 


» 
CCC — — Ge Er eweing 
a — — — > , 2 9 — — — 
— — — =» = - 


CN ce eee —A—ꝛT—— ——— 
— 
— 


_ 
— — - os oo — — — — — —— 


|; 
M 
f, 
1! 


— — ———_ 
— —— — 
r 2 


1 LI 4s - 4 
N „ 


— 
* 


CxxiII. 


WHAT is knowledge, beauty, and pow'r, 
Or what is my magical art? 
Can I for a day, for an hour, 
Have beauty to make the youth kind, 
Have pow'r o'er his mind. 
Or knowledge to warm his cold heart? 
Ot no---a weak boy all my magic diſarms, 
And I ſigh all the day with my pow'r and charms. 


— TD e ͤ[ ⁵ . , — 


CXXIV. 


FETHER, all my ſpirits bend, 

With your magic powers attend. 
Chaſe the miſts that cloud his mind : 
Mufic melt the frozen boy, 


Raiſe his ſoul to love and joy; 
Dullneſs makes the heart unkind. 


. = 1 


„ 
O ! why will you call me again, 
i in vain, tis in van: 
| The pow'rs of a god ; 
Cannot quicken this clog, 
Alas !---it is labour in vain; 
O Venus, my mother, ſome new object give her! 
This blunts all my arrows, and empties my quiver. 


". CXAVL. - 
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| CXXVI. f 
You gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; 


Yet how fad the poor thing was within it, 

Oh how it did flutter and rage; 
Then he mop'd and he pin'd, . 
That his wings were confin'd, 

Till I open'd the door of his den; 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free. 

He came to his cage back again. 


CXXVII. 
On, liberty, liberty! 
Dear happy liberty! 
Nothing's like thee! 
So merry are we, 
My linnet and I, 
From priſon we're free, 
Away we will fly, 
o liberty, liberty, 
ear happy liberty! 
Nothing's like thee. 
bs 4 


— 


CXXVILL. 


Cart flies from the lad that is merry, 
Who's heart 1s as ſound, | | 
And cheeks are as round, 
As round and as red as a cherry. 


CXXIX. : 
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-'T LAUGH, and I fing, 
I am blithſome and free, 
The rogue's little ſting, . 
It can never reach me : 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
It can never reach me. 


My ſkin is ſo tough, 
Or ſo blinking is he, 


He can't pierce my buff, 


Or miſſes poor me. 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
He miſſes poor me. 


O, never be dull. 
By the fad willow tree : 
Of mirth be brimfal, © 
And run over like me. 
For with fal, la, la, lat 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Run over like me. 


4 
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Cxxx. 


Ip you make it your plan, 
To love but one man, 
By one you are ſurely betray'd : | 
Shou'd he prove untrue, 
Oh! what can you do? 
Alas you muſt die an old mad. 
And you! too muſt die an old maid. 


Wow you ne'er take a ſup, 
But out of one cup, 
And it proves brittle ware, you are curk : : 
If down it ſhou'd tip, | 
Or thro? your hands ſlip, 
O how wov'd you then BOD your thirſt, 
O how, &. 


If your palate to hit, | 
You chuſe but one bit, 
And that dainty tit-bit ſhould not keep: 
Then reſtleſs you lie, 
Pout, whimper and cry, 
And go without ſupper to ſleep. 
And go, &c. | 


As your ſhepherds have choſe, | 
Two ſtrings to their bows, . 
Shall one for each fehale face 4 
Take two, three, or four, 
Like me take a ſcore, | 
And then you'l be merry and wiſe; 


+. | | ' CXXXT. 
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— 


C XXI. 


AlL amaze! 
Wonder, praiſe, 50 
: Ha for ever could I gaze! 
Creep ſtill near it, 
Vet I fear it, 

J can neither ſay nor go, 
Can't forſake i it, | 
Dare not wake it, 

Shall I touch it ?- no no! no? 


Cymon, ſure thou art poſſeſt, 
Something's got into thy breaſt 
a Gently ſtealing, 

Strangely feeling, | 

And my heart is panting ſo, 
7 fad and merry, fick and well, 
DOE What it is I cannot tell, N : 
| Makes my MINE! ! ſo. 


cxxxII. 0 


VET ib "Io ſleep, deceive me, | 
Fold me in thy downy arms, M 

Let not care awake to grieve me, 

Lull it with thy. potent: IM 

1, a turtle, doom'd to fray, 12 

| Quitting young the p00 neſt, 
Find each bird a bird of prey; _ 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt! 

r | CXXXIII. 


M 


CXXXIII. 
n fo 


r 0 TAKE this noſegay, gentle youth, 
Cru. And you, ſweet maid, take mine; 
SYL. Unlike theſe flow'rs, be thy fair truth; 
Cru. Unlike theſe flow'rs be thine. 
Theſe changing ſoon, 
Will ſoon decay, 
Be ſweet till noon, 
Then paſs away. 
Fair for a time their tranſient charms appear; 
But truth unchang'd ſhall bloom for ever here. 


CXXXIV. 
, Wrar exquiſite pleaſure! 


This ſweet treaſure 


From me they ſhall never 
Sever; 


In thee, in thee, 

My charmer I ſee: 
PH ſigh and careſs thee, 
I'Il kiſs thee and preſs thee, 


Thus, thus, to my boſom for ever and ever. _ 


. 
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cxxxv. 


| Hancz ev'ry hope, and ev'ry fear; 
Awake, awake, my power and pride, 


Let Jealouſy, ftern Jealouſy appear! 
With Vengeance at her fide! 


Who ſcorns my charms, my pow'r ſhall prove, 
Revenge ſucceeds to ſlighted love! -__ — 
Revenge;---but oh, my ſighing heart 
With rebel love takes part; 
Now pants again with all her fears, 
And drowns her rage in tears. 


CXXXVI. 


THESE flowers, like our hearts, are united in one, 
And they are bound up ſo faſt they can't be undone; 
So well they are blended, ſo beauteous to ſight, 


There ſprings from their union a tenfold delight; 


Nor poiſon, nor weed here, our paſſion to warm; 
But ſweet without briar, the roſe without thorn. 


e 
CXXXVII. 


O WHY ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew an! 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture within: 
This love has ſo rais'd me, I now tread in air! 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! * 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain ! * 
Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain: 
No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care; 

| 8 CXXXVIII. 
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CXXXVIIE. 


Wren 1 were { young, cho now am old, 
The men were kind and true: 8 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do? | | 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are true, 


So unruly, 2 1625 2a TR 
| Trremble at ſeventy-t0. 


| When I were fair-—tho! now ſas: PR 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat not faſt nor ſlow, 

But all was faith and love: 

What can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 

So ynruly, _ 
I tremble at ſeventy-two! * 


* 
. RR ee Lon 


„ | CXXXIX; 


Is he whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe, 
Tho' great and i important his truſt is; NJ 
His hand is unſteady, a pair of black eyes 
: Will kick up * balance of juſtice. | 


is S 
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weak, 


For love thro? his veins will be creeping ; 
And his worſhip, when near to a round en 
cheek, 
* he Woes to be blind, will be e peeping. 


7 


SMILE, damſel, ſmile, 
I'll frown upon your foe ; 

I'll pack her off, the vagrant vile, 
This moment ſhe ſhall go. 


Smile, damſel, ſmile. 
| Sweet hazle nut, 
The wicket ſlut | 
Shall trudge for many a mile; 
And all that 1 ſhall aſk for this, 


Is now and then A harmleſs Kiſs, | 


lt 


» T's 


| CXLI. 
FROM duty if the ſhepherd ftray, | 
And leave his flocks to feed, 


The wolf will ſeize the harmleſs pres 
And Innocence will bleed. | © 


In me a harmleſs lamb behold, 
Oppreſt with every fear; 
O guard, good ſhepherd, guard the fold, 
For wicked wolves are ner. 


1 4 t 7 05 
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CXLIL. 


Winx mortals charm their cares by leep, 
And demons how! below, 
Urganda calls us from the deep; 
Ariſe, ye ſons of woe! 
Ever buſy, ever willing, 
All theſe horrid taſks fulfilling, 
Which draw from mortal breaſts the groan 
_ And A e torments . our OWN. 


1 < 


; N 
. cxi nl. 3 
8 peace here was reigning, 
And love without waining, 
Or care or complaining, 
Baſe paſſions diſdaining; 
This, this was my way, | 
With my pipe and my tabor, 
_ IT laugh'd down the day, 
Nor envy'd the joys of my neighbour. 


Now ſad transformation 
Runs chro? the whole nation 
Peace, love, recreation, 
All chang'd to vexation; 
This, this is my way, | 


With my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugh down the day, 
And pity the cares of my neighbour. 
| = While 


— 


| 76 1} 
While all are deſigning, .. 


'Their frien undermining, 
Reviling, repining, ö 
To miſchief inclining ; _ 
This, this is my way, | 
With my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugh down the nn... 
And pity the cares of my neighbour. 


LIV. 5 
Bk ſure yon regard. what I y.. 
My commands to a tittle obey, 
Beware, beware, 
J ride in the air, 
And will watch you by Might and by day; 
Tho' I raiſe both the ſea and the wind, 
Yet my magic, more pow'rful and ſtrong, 
Can ſtop the full tide of a woman's tongue, 
Tax my tongue, it is a ſhame: | 
Merlin,” ſure, is much to blame, | 
Not to let it ſweetly flow. 
Yet the favours of the great, 
And the filly maiden's fate, 
OLA OS 1 8 5 
| | Lack-a-day! „„ . 
Poor Fatima! | | 
7 Stinted Jo,. | 
. ar n. 


t 7 7 
Should I want to talk and chat, 
Tell Urganda this or that, 

How ſhall I about it go! 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will, 
I muſt keep my clapper ſtill, 
' Striking only yes or no. 

Lack- a-day? 
Poor Fatima! 
Stinted ſo, 
To yes or no. 


* 
+» 


CXLVI. 
ge Come on, come on. 
A thouſand to one, 
I dare you to come on. 
Tho' unpraftis'd and young, 
Love has made me ſtout and ſtrong 3 1 


Has giv'n me a charm, 
Will not ſuffer me to fall; 


Has ſteel'd my heart, and nervd my arm, 
To guard my precious all, 


Come on, come on, &Ccz., 


| CXLVIL, 


Toxn from me,, torn from me, which way yy dd 


they take her? 

To death they ſhall bear me, 
To pieces ſhall tear me, | 
Before I'll forſake her! 


** 5 The” 
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By Urganda and hell, 
Ill burſt thro? their charm, 
 . Seize my fair in my arms, op 


_ "mk Nm hall nec... : 
* No magic ike virus, ike virtue and lo 
CLXVIN.. 


Tno- fill of raging winds the ſport, 
My ſhipwreck'd heart ſhall gain the port; 
Revenge, the pilot ſteers the way; 
No more of tenderneſs and love, 
The eagle in her gripe has ſei d the e, 
5 e ab 


EXLIX. a 


Tao various vi Garand © mes 
= 1 rs can confound me; 
| i Wee 
4 I glory in my love! 
* Againſt thy cruel might, 
| I.n!n this dreadfal hour, 
_ = | Thares fur w 
= _ . *Tis innocence! / 
That heav'nly right, 
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WIEN * wits Lena — 
Hath tl the duſty wwilight ſtray d, 

His ſimple plaints, cry, er Here I am, 
Of night and ſolitude afraid ??. 


But if far off his dam he hears, 
_ Echoing oft the mournful blent, 


lle runs and flops, and hopes and fears, 
And bounds with pleaſure when they meet. 


A 23 55%. 3% lf ST. 


| Alike 9 in pal ace, plain, or grove, 


Fond ſighs my griefs and pangs expreſs, 85 
And plaintive ſongs of joyleſs love. . 


* 


When doubts impatient rend my heart, 
As rends the Hawk, the Turtle dove; 


Indignant, from each wood, I ftart, 
And ſing the ſongs of injured love. 


But 


660% 


But ſhould my pangs, endur'd ſo long, 
The cruel Fates to pity move. 

7d gladly change the mournful ſong, 
And ſweetly ſing the joys of love. 


* — > F. 1 
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WHEN Love invades the peaceful breaſt 
Ns tyrant holds ſuch cruel ſway ; 

; By night he robs. the ſlaves. of reſt, 
And glories 3 in their pangs by day. | 


'The melting dew, that gently falls, 
The budding lily richly feeds, 
Till ſome invenom'd inſect crawls, 
And ev'ry gath'ring ſeet impedes, 


8 Thus Love invades the peaceful breaſt, 
Tyrannic holds his cruel ſway ; 


By night he robs his ſlaves of reſt, 
And glories in their pangs by day. 


Tha cruel Moor, that ploughs the mainz. 
The piercing cries of anguiſh hears, 
Exulting views inſlicted pain, | | 
And triumphs in his captives tears. 
Thus Love, &c. &c. e. ö 
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CLIII. raked 


VouR Mountain, Sack, and Frominiac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, Sir; 
Vour Sherry, and Perry, that makes men merry.” 
Are deities I adore, Sir; 3 
And well may Port 
Our praiſe extort, 
When from his palace forth he comes, iy 
And glucks and gurgles, fumes and foams, 4 
Gurgle, gluck, gluck, glu ck | 
Hickup, gurgle and gluck. 2 


. 


The Briton, Sir John Barley- corn. 
Stands highly 1 in my favour; © 
His mantling head doth well adorn  .. 
His valour, and his flavour; 
| Nay, Cyder-an -- 
Is a potent man, 
When from. his n &c. 


Old Rum, A_—_ _ Cond, + 
Are known for men of might, Sir, 
Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack, 
A place among my Knights, Sir. FT 
For each may well, 28 5 
By turns excel, 


When from his Palace, Kc. 


? 


( 8 ] 
Madeira, Monarch, him I fing, 
And old Hock, lo! another; 
Champaign is my meſt Chriſtian King, 
And Burgundy's his brother ; 
Brave Bourdeaux, too, 
Shall have his due, 
When from his Palace, &c. 


If fingly thus, each champion may, 
| So many laurels gather, 
Gods, what a glorious congreſs they, 
- When all are met together | 
| When, high in tate, - 
Each Potentate, 


Forth, from his ſpacious Palace, comes, TY 


CASTLE OF _ USA. 
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IV. 


FLOW thou regal purple fream, 
Tinted by the folar beam, | 
In my goblet ſparkling riſe, 
Chear my heart, and glad my eyes; 
My brain, . aſcend on fancy's wing, 
Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 
Wmile 1 live, FIl lave my clay, 
When I'm dead, and gone away, 
Let my thirſty ſubjects ſay, — 
4 month he _ but that was w_— 


A. 
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— LV. 


THE hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind, 

Yet his heart with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his heart behind. 


To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger, 3 = 
Thoꝰ the youth can dauntleſs roam, Il 

Alarming fears paint every 8 5 
In a rival left at home. | 


cLvI. 


ON by che ſpur of valour goaded, 
With piſtols prim'd, and carbines loaded, 
Courage ftrikes ou hearts on ſteel ; 
While each ſpark, 
Thro' the dark 
| Gloom of night _ 
Lends a clear and chearful light, f 
W yo a fear or doubt can feel! 1 


Like ſerpents now thro? thickets creeping, 
Then on our prey like lions leaping; _ 
Calvette to the onſet lead us, 


Let the wand'ring trav'ler dread us, 
Struck with terror and amaze, 


While our ſwords with lightning blaze, 
| Thunder 


(%) 
Thunder to our « carbines roaring, 
— Burſting clouds in torrent pouring, 
| Waſh the ſanguine dagger's blade, 
Ours a free and roving trade; 
To che onſet let's away, 
Valour calls, and ns . 


cl vn. 


A. MASTER I have, and I am his man, 
: Galloping dreary dun. 
And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 
With a haily 
GG.. 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, . 
Niggling, 
Galloping, galloway, draggle-tail, cd dun, 
I ſaddled his ſteed ſo fine and fo gay, | 
' >», Galloping dreary dun, 
I mounted my mule, and we modems. 
With our haily, Kc. e 


w e canter'd along until it grew dark, 


Galloping. dreary dun 
The A ſung inſtead of the lark, 


Wich her haily, &Cc. 
We met with a friar, and aſk'd im our xy, 
_ Galloping dreary dun; 
By the Lord, ſays the friar, you're both gone aſtray. | 
Wich your haily, &c. 


Our 


( 85.) 


"Ori journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dunn 
We wander alone like 3 in the wood. 
* oar hilly, &c--:. 


My maſter i is fighting, and I'll take a PAY 
Galloping dreary dun; 
But now I think better, I'd better go fleep. 
With my haily 
Gaily, | 
_ Gambo raily, 
Giggling, | 
Niggling, 
| Galloping, galloway, dragyte-tal dreary dun. 


CLVIIL. 


LINE my dear PET no ai you'd ſee, 
So blythe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, _ 
In-all our village---who. but he 

To foot it up fo featly KC: 

His lute to hear, | 
 From' far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame, 

And all his boon, 

For every tune, 

To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly. 


Vor. . 
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| While round bim in the jocund ring, 


We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ſing; 

20M May the 'youth was choſen king, 

| He caught our ears ſo _ - 
Such muſick rare 
In his guittar, 
But touch his lute, | | 
The crowd was mute; 3 
His only boon, 1 


For every tune, 5 
To kiſs em round o freetly } 2 
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CLIX. 


| Lov gay illuſion, 
Pleaſing deluſion, - 
With ſweet 1 
Poſſeſſes the mind; 
Heart with heart meeting, 
Paſſion 1s fleeting, 
Vows in repeating ; 
| We truſt to the whats * 

Faith, to faith plighted, | 
Love may be blighted, - 
Hearts often ſlighted _ 

Will ceaſe to be kind. 


| Ix ths foreſt here hard TH 
A bold robber here was I, 
Sword and blauderbufs in hand, 
When I bid a traveller ſtand; 
Zounds deliver up your caſh, _ 
Or ſtraight I'll pop and flaſh, | 
All the leaves ſo groen-0. FR 
Damme, fir, | 
If you ftir. 
Sluice your veins, ö 
Blow your braias, 5 
Hey dow nm. 
1 Ho down, 1 : 
55 Derry, derry d, % 5 
Al among? the leaves ſo e 


Soon I'll quit the roving trade, 
When a gentleman, I'm made; 
Then ſo ſpruce and debonnaire, . 
Gad I'll court a lady fair; 5 
How I'll prattle, tattle, chat, | 
| How I'll kiſs her, and all that,” | 
All amongſt ms re * green- o 


( 88 ) 


How d'ye do? 
How are you? 
Why ſo coy? 
Let us toy, 
Hey down, . | | 
Ho down, _ 
Derry, derry down, 


All amongſt the leaves fo green-o. 


But ere old, „and grey my pate, 
Ill ſcrape up a ſnug eſtate; 


I'll ſoon butter all my crumbs. 
When Pm juſtice of the peace, 
| Then Fll maſter many a leaſe, 
All amongſt the leaves ſo deem. 
| Wig profound, | 
Belly round, 
Sit at eaſe, + . 
Snatch the fees, | 
Ho down, 


All amongſt the ook ſo . | 


Deg | Clxl. 58 
1 HAVE : a ones of my own, 
So kind and true is he; my 
As true, I love but him alone, 

And he loves none but me. 


* 1 y 5 * F N ; 
a 7 . 


With my nimbleneſs of thumbs, an 


1A 


I boaſt 


6 59 ) 


I boaſt not of his velvet down, 
Or cheeks of roſy hue, : 
His ſpicy breath, his ringlets brown, 
I prize the heart that's true. 


So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: 
Dear youth, tis you alone that may 
Come court me when you pleaſe, 


I play'd my love a thouſand tricks, 
In ſeeming coy and ſhy ; 

Twas only, ere my heart I'd . 
I thought his love to try. 


So to all elſe I muſt ay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: 
Dear youth, tis you alone that may 
3 CLXIH. 
Ir I my heart ſurrender, 
Be ever fond and tender, 
And ſweet connubial joy ſhall crown 
| Each ſoft rofy hour; 


In pure delight our hearts an * 
Love 8 triumphant power. 


See brilliant belles admiring 5 
See ſplendid beaus deſiring ; 
And for a while expiring, 
Where er Lorenza moves. | 
1 3 8 
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To balls 1 routs reſorting, 8 
O bliſs fupreme tranſporting * 
Vet ogling, flirting, courting, 

Tis 708 alone the loves. . 
| bog 1 Ou, Wu Ke. 
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bur. 
CLXIIL. 


Aren 80 faithful to my fair T prove, 

Part. So kind and conſtant to my love, Sf 

ALyH. I'd never range, ou 

PRHII. l'd never change, 

Bor n. Nor time, nor chance, my faith ſhould 
move. 


PHIL. No ruby clufters's grace the vine, 
ALyz. Ye ſparkling ſtars forget to ſhine, 
Piri. Sweet flowers to ſpring, | 
ALym. Gay birds to ſing, | 

Bor n. err r chen 9 that 25 ſhall join. 


* 


L 


9 


3 cin. 


Hey fora laſs 11 2. bottle to cheer 
And a thumping bantling every year; 
With a ſkin as white as ſnow, 1 1 
And hair as brown as a berr 

With eyes as black as a ſoe, 

And lips as red as a cherry ! 


» * 


| (91 ) 
Sing rory,. tory, . 
Dancing, prancing, l þ 
Laugh and lay down. is the play. 
We'll fondle together, * * 


'To keep out the weather, 
And kiſs the cold winter away. 


| Laugh while you live, 
For as life is a jeſt, 
Who laughs the moſt, 
ls ſure to live the 1 
When I was not ſo old. 
I frolick'd among the miſſes ; ; 1 
And when they thought me too bold, | | 


I ſtoppꝰ'd their mouths with kiſſes. 
Sing ee 


2 


CLXV. 


128 #4 


A SOLDIER I am "wi a lady, 
What beau was arm'd compleater? 
When face to face, 
Her chamber the place; 5 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 
_ Gad's curſe; my dear laſſes, I'm ready 
To give you all ſatisfaction; 
I am the man 
For the crack of your fan, | 
Tho? I die at your feet in the action. 
Your bobbins may beat up a row-de-dow, 


Your lap-dog may out with his bow-wow-wow | 1 
: The challenge in love, 
I take up the glove, 
Tho? I die at your feet wa action. 
| CLXVI. 


69 


.. 


Vet queen of all the garden reignsz 
Fler virgin luſtre ſhe retains, 


If foes, or cruel friends unkind, 25 
A thought conſoles each deep diftreſs,, 
That conſcious rectitude of mind, 
In fortune's frown has power to bleſs. 
For ſweets, the tulip proud and gay, 
Unto the humble violet yields; 
And Philomel's ſequeſter d lag 
Tranſcends the chorus of the field, 
If foes, &. _ 


n 


Nur beatings | 
Repeating - 
Vows in palpitations. „ 
wee anſwers each fond hope. 
DH Prithee leave me, 5 
You'll deceive mes 
' Afterother beauties running, | 
Smiles ſo roguiſh, eyes ſo cuaning, 
Shews where points the. inclinations. = 
Heart beating, 2 
Repeating 98 AE 
Vous in palpitation, | 
8 anſwers each. foud hope. 


— IR 


CLXVIIL 
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clxvIn. 


Loves ! ſweet poiſon, torment lealing- 
Pure delight! in vain you give; 

Thrilling anguiſh, flattering, ang: 

Ne'er from grief or rapture ceaſing, 
Vet u . or nen to live. 


| RR. BI 


AT the peaceful midnight hour, if r 
Ev'ry ſenſe, and ev'ry power, 


PID, Wee ety a —22U2— 


Fetter'd lies in downy fleep,_ 

'Then our careful watch we keep. 
While the wolf in nightly prowl 

Bays the moon with hideous howl, 
Gates are barr'd, a vain reſiſtance l 
Females ſhriek, but no aſſiſtanee, 
Silence] or you meet your fate: 

Your keys, your jewels; caſh 1 3 
Locks, bolts, bars, ſoon fly aſunder, 
Then to rifle, rab, and plunder. 


THO· ben to * lictle' 8 my — | 
Why ſo was the great Alexander 

And when I march under a gate, _ 

I've no need to ſtoop like a gander : 


— *& . 3 4 ©: 
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5 5 Cw 3 - 
|. Tm no linkum long heddy-doddy, 
, Whoſe paper kite fails in the ſky ; 
| If ts feet I want in my body, 350 
_—: * In foul I am thirty feet high!- 
_ Wich my merry fa, la. 
| Sweet. * of ſweet love can you tot 
With ſuch a compact Hetle lovy ? 
Tho no one enn taſte the big whale, 
All reliſh the little anchovy. 
* The eagle, tho” for an high flyer, 
Of finefeather'dfowl is the crack, 
' | _ Yet when he cou'd fly up no higher. 
The madre jumps on his back. 
99 62 my merry fo, a. 


2 4 1 * N Fn — 1 
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Ci XXI. . 


Welcome here to Hymen's hall; 
Bacchus Ceres, bleſs the feat. - 
_ Momus lend the ſprightly je- nn 
Songs of joy elate the ſoul, 
Hebe fill the flowing bowl. 


Ev'ry pure and chaſte delight | 
Cas wi > rn ught, 
| e 1 


SOCTAL powers, at pleafure's call, 408 


— 


s 
DOCTOR and 3 Y. Cobb. 


2 5 


clLXxII. 


— me, | 


And flow with envy creep, 


The dawn of bliſs obſcur'd by clouds 


Of doubt, in vain ye keep. 


Still I through Sorrows tedious night. 
Hopes friendly ſtar diſcern: 
n that I fix my anxious eye 
Until my love return. 


. By jealouſy's pernicious power, 


| Untainted are my ſighs: 
Confiding in my Juan's truth, 
My fondeſt wiſhes rife. + 


Still I thro Sorrows, &c. 


CLXXIII. 


Bacchus now his nap is taking ; 
But his pow'r can neꝰ er ſubdue 


Watchful Love, who, ever w 


Bids the fleeping ſot adieu. 


Bacchus ſhou'd: as Wem Umiteg 


Hold che cup with bended knee: 
None but faols, his worth er · rating. 
With the: ſervant make too free. 
Bacchus now his-nap, &Cc: 
| LX. 


96) 


CLXXIV. 
LET angry Ocean to the ſky, 
In proud deſpite his billows roll ; 
Let thunders to his threats reply, 
Fear is a ſtranger to my ſoul. p 
Within the heart which love illumes, 
And bleſſes with his ſacred rays, 
If meaner paſſion e'er preſumes, 
It fades before the hallow'd blaze. J 


Tho' War with ſullen aſpect low'r, - 
And crimſon « o'er the troubled wave, | 
Am emulate the lightning's power, 
The dangers of the fight I brave, 
Within * heart, Ws” . 5 | 


CLXXV. 


Taz ſammy heats beſtowing 
Their influence on the roſe, _ 
Perfett i in charms when gs 
And every ſweet diſc loſe. 
Vet ſummer ſuns decaying 
The zephyrs-and the ſhower. 
Their fervid glow applying, 
Deſtroy their fav rite flower, 
The love-fick heart requiring 
I) be ſunſhine of ſucceſs; 
Continual bliſs deſiring, - 
Vet ſickens with exceſs. 


Qt 97 ) 
The fond, the ſecret tear, 


Soft paſſion keeps alive; 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
Like zephyrs bid it thrive, 


| *DUENNA. Sheridan. 


 CLAXVI. | 


Terr 1 me, my inks can 2 fond ſtrain 
So gently ſpeak thy maſter's pain, 

So ſoftly fing, ſo humbly ſigh, 
That---tho' my ſleeping love ſhall know 
Who ſings---Who ſighs below, 

Her roſy ſlumbers ſhall not fly. 

Thus may ſome viſion whiſper more 
Than ever I durſt ſpeak. before! 


vs" 4 =—— 


. CLXXVIL. 


Corp! Lher faults remember, 
Forgetting every charm, 
Soon would impartial reaſon 
The tyrant Love diſarm : | 
"is when enrag'd I number = 
Each failing of her mind, 
Love ſtill fuggeſts her beauty, 
And ſees, while reaſon” 's — 


. 


98 5 7 


_ exxxvin. 


I NEVER could tr foo 
In 7 that would not lool on me: 
I ne'er ſaw nectar on a lip, 
But where my own did hope to ſip. 
Has the maid, that ſeeks my heart 
| Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art? 
I will own the colour true, 
When yielding bluſhes aid their hue, 
Is her hand fo foft and pure — 
J muſt preſs it to be ſure : 8 
Nor can I e' en be certain then, 
Till it grateful preſs again. 
Muſt I, with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving boſom ſigh? 

I will do ſo- when I ſee 
That — boſom * for me. 


0 * 


a —_ * * 


CLXXIX. 


F RYENDSHIP is the bond of reaſon; 


But if beauty difapprove, —- 
Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, 
In the heart that's true to love. 


The faith which to my frond 1. fyore, 


As a civil cath I vie“: 5 
But to the charms which I adore, 
Tis religion to be true. | 


699.90, 
Then if to one I falſe muſt be; 
Can I doubt wich to prefer 
Breach of ſocial faita with. thee, * 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 


ad —_— — ——— 


2 _ 


CLXXX. 


THO the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears, | 
Yet proofs of her love too are ſtrong: —. | 
Em a wretch if right in my fears, f 
And unworthy. her ſmiles if T'm wrong. 
What heart-breaking torments from jealoufy flow, : 
Ah! none but the Jealous---the jealous can Know : : 


When bleſt with the ſmiles of my fair. 

I know not how much I adore; 

. Theſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, | 9 
And I wonder I priz'd them 0 more. 

Then whence can J hope a relief from my woe, 

When the falſer ihe Lens Kill the fonder i grow! 


clxxxI. 


THOU can'& not boaſt of fortune's fore, 


My love! while me they wealthy. call; 
But I was glad to find thee poor--- 
For, with my. heart, ['d give thee all: 
And then the grateful youth ſhall own, 
I loy'd him for himſelf alone. 


4 „ W272 K 2 | But, 


(10 
Bot, when his worth my hand ſtall gain, 


No word or look of mine ſhall faew, 
That I the ſmalleſt thought retain, 


— 


Of what my bounty did beſtow: 
Vet ſtill his grateful heart ſhall own, 
1 lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


| | 
CLXXXIT.. 


Ir a TER Ip you. have, ſhe's the plague of: 
your life: | 
No Res: you ſhall know---tho' you? ve buried 
your wife: 
' At twenty ſhe mocks at che duty you d her | 
O!] what a plague is an obſtinate ä 
Sigghing and whining! 
Dying and piningg 
0] what a plague is an obſtinate FTIR 


When ſcarce in their teens they havewit to per- 
plex us 
Wich letters and lovers they perpetually vex u 
While each ſtill rejects. che fair ſuitor 1 ve brought 
| 5 = TER 
7 Wrangling and jangting! 
.Floutmg and pouting'! 


| O! what a plague is an obſtinate « danghter! 


6109 
cl xxxIII. bt ee 


Wurn fable night each drooping plant refloring 
Wept o'er her flow'rs her breath did cheer, 

As ſome ſad widow o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear. K HE 1 


When all did ſleep, whoſe * hearts could bor- 


row 
One hour from hows wary care to = 

Lo! as I preſo'd my couch in ſilent be, 9 1 
My lover caught me to his breaſt! 


He vow'd he came to ſave me 
From thoſe that would _— me; 


Then kneeling, 
Kiſſes ſtealing, 5 „ 
Endleſs faick he Gvore? ??: 
But ſoon I chid him - [40g 5 5 
For, dene n ile I0R, 
Obtain' d one favour then 7 
And had he preſs d again, 42 
---I fear'd my treach'rous heart might; grant _ 
x: 03 eta 35.4 - CEXXRTY: © 221 
Hab x heart for fallchood bam, 


I ne' er could injure you: — 
For tho? your tongue no promiſe dend, 8 
"Your charms would ma ui due. * 1 


(102) 
To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong; 
For friends in all the ag d you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


5 But when they learn chat 5 duet 5 
Another with your heart, a 


4 They'll bid aſpiring paſſions reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


* Ehen lady dread not here greet, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong ; 
For friends in all the ag'd you'l m meets | 
And brothers in the young. | 


CLXXXV. 


GIVE Ikac the nymph whom: no beaury can 
boaſt, 
But health and good-humour bn toaſt; 
If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat; 
At fix feet, or four, we l neer quarrel for that. 


5 Whate'er her complexion, I vowl don't care; 
Ik brown it is laſting - more pleaſant if fair, 

And, tho' in her cheek I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her (jle---and « each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, - 
And her eyes---be c'en any colour but green; 
For in eyes, tho? ſo various in luſtre and hue, - 


1 Hear ** let her have two. 
5 | "Tis 


( 103) 


"Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own---are genteeler than black 

A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 

But I only defire---that ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


: 
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CLXXXV . 


WIN the maid whom we love ü 
No intreaties can move, 
Who'd lead a life of pining? 
If her charms will excuſe 
The fond raſhneſs you uſe, '. _ 
--- Away with idle whining? | 


Ne'er ſtand like a fool, | | 
With looks ſheepiſh and cool; | - 
---Such baſkfal love is teazing: T 
Bat with ſpirit addreſs, | 
And your ſure of ſuc 
For honeſt warmth 1 


Nay, tho' wedlock's we, © 

Like a rakeif youll woo, 

Girls ſooner quit their eoldneſs: 

They know beauty inſpires, 

len reſpect than deſires- 
Fence love is prov'd by boldneſs,--< 


So ne'er ſtand like a fool, &c. 


Fd 04 
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j "Os a * . 
Is firſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluſhes rife, 41 
If ſhe meets his eyes, 
While he unfolds his pain! Eo 


If he takes her 1 dane yy 2 
Touch her lips---and ſhe oon outright. 
- While a pit-a-pat, _ 
Her heart avows her Tights | 


But in time appear 8 e n 
Fewer figns of fern 

The youth ſhe boldly views: 0 
If her hand he graſp, : I 
Or her boſom claſp, : l 

No mantling bluſh enfues!. Mo 5 


Then to church well pleas d the lovers move, 
While her ſmiles her contentment PROVE + 4 


And a pit-a-pat, &c.. 1 2 28 Wo 
Her! heart avows her love ! 1 = a a 5 


% 
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. CEXXXVIIIL 
An, ſure a pair was never ſeen, 
So juſtly form'd to meet by nature 
The youth excelling ſo in mein, 
The maid in ev'ry grace of feature ! 
O, how happy are ſuch lovers, 


When kindred beauties each diſcovers 1 
For ſurely ſhe 


Was made for thee, PIR 
And thou to bleſs this lovely creature! 


So mild your looks your children thence, 
Will early learn the taſk of duty, 
The boys with all their father's ſenſe, 

The girls with all their mother's We 
O, how happy to inherit | 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit ! 

Thus, while you live, 
May fortune give=-=— 
Each bleſling---equal to your merit 


4 


# 


clxxNIX. of 


A BUMPER of good Wa ; 
Will end the conteſt quicker,” | 
Than juſtice, judge, or vicar; 
80 fill a chearful glaſs,: 
And let good humour pabs.. . 


3 


1 


(106 


But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 

Than be the hateful fellow, 

That' s crabbed when he's mellow. 


T.. hv: pM de. 
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Wrar rnd; O Time, FORE 


Wich wings firſt made thee move! 
Ah ! ſure he was ſome lover | 
Who ne'er had left his love! 

For who that once did prove 

bd nu which: abſence bringss | | 
Tho' but one day, e 

Hle were away, 

"Could 12 95 chee with wings? 2 


- Þ A * 
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cxcl. 


1 ne'er had known ſuch anguiſh ; 
But, think how falſe, how cruel te, | 
To bid me ceaſe to languiſu ; 
To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Breathe on a flame half periſh'd, 


And then, with cold and fix d diſdain, 


To kill che h. ö 


7 


ö | ara 


On. had my love ne; er mild on me, 


Not 


N 
Not worſe his fate -Who, on a wreck 4 
That drove as winds did blow 1 it 


Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck 
To find a grave below it: 


Then land was cried---no more refign d, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it, 

Not worſe his fate -- his woe to find 
The e wreck muſt ſink e er near it. 


4 $4 e N j 


O THE days when I was young ! ! Wl 
When I laugh'd in fortune's- ſpite; 

Talk'd of love the whole day nec 
And with nectar crown'd the nein | 


Then it was, old father Care, | 
Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. | 2 
9 e 


LI — 


Truth they ſay lies in a a. 
Why I ee eee, 

Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for mel! 


For, when ſparkling wine went round 
Never ſaw I falſehood's maſk; | 
But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each. flaſk, 
O the days, dec. 15 


True, 


(108 I 


True, at length my vigour's flown 
I have years to bring decay ; i 
Few the locks chat now I own, c 
And the few I haue are grey: 


| vet old Jerome thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While the ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 


Sl a ſpark of youthful fire. 
| O the 68225 &C. 
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CAE cx. 


| By him we love aa: | 
How ſoon our anger flies! 
One day apart *tis ended, 
Behold him, and it dies! 
Laſt night your roving mer 
Enrag'd, I bade depart, . - 
And ſure his rude — 
Deſerv'd to loſe my heart: 


Vet, were he now before me, 


In ſpite of injur'd pride, 
I fear my eyes would pardon--- 
Before my tongue could chide. 
| *By him we love, _— 


| Wien truth the bold deceiver 
To me thus oft has «+ 55 
In vain would Clara flight me, 
In vain the would upbraid! 


Na 


(199) 
..* No ſcorn thaſs lips diſcover--- 

© Where dimples * the while; 
© No frowns appear reſentful, 


© Where heav'n has plac'd a ſmile !? 
By him we love, &c. by; 


— —  — 


CXCIV. 


| H OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 

(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Antonio's love 
To reign the partner of a throne } 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind! I 

And by this hand I. Preſa d to mine! 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 

I ſwear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 


, 


Who own what kingdoms could not buy ! 


Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And ſerving thee---a monarch J. 


Thus controul- d in mutual bliſs 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine--- 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 


And I'll take kingdoms back from thine ? 


— <4 
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A DIEU, thou Sf mY 8 never dies 
The ſullen echo of repentant ſighs! 
Ve ſiſter mourners of each lonely cell, 
Inur'd by hymns and ſorrows, fare you well! 
For happier ſcenes, I fly this darkſome grove, 
Jo ſaints a priſon, but a tomb of love! 


cxcvl. 


1 HIS boule's the fan of our table, | 
His beams are roſy wine, | 
We---planets who are not-able, 


Let mirth and glee abound, 
You'll ſoon. grow bright, 
Wich borrow'd light, 

And ſhine as he goes round! 


e dame, &e, 15 ; 


1 


Cxcvn. 


Cox now for jeſt and ſmiling, | 


Both old and young beguiling, 


Let us laugh and play, fo blithe and gay, 


"Till we baniſh care away; 


Thus crown'd with dance and fong, 


The hours ſhall glide along 


With a heart at eaſe---menry; merry yew 


Can never fail to pleaſe. * 


Each bride with 7 glowing, 85 


Our wine as roſy flowing, 
Let us laugh a 
Then a health to ev'ry friend, 
The night's repaſt ſhall end, 
With a heart at caſe, &C. 


Nor while we and Gi joyous, 
Shall anxious care annoy. us, 
Let us laugh and play, &c. 
For gen'rous gueſts like theſe, 
Accept the wiſh to pleaſe, _ 


play, Ke. 


$5 «3 


So we'll laugh a play, all blithe and 8275 


Tour — drive care * 


4 me } 


The DEVIL © PAY. 


ane? 


Hz that has the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of his life; 


But for her who will ſcold pad will —— 
Let him cut her off ſhort _ 


Of her meat and her ſport, 5 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel, brave boa - 
And ten times a day op her . | 


an 


— 


. cc. - 


Cons jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 


Crown this night with pleaſure ; Lb 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſure: 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, | 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. | 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Quardian of our treaſure ; 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 


And 


5 ( 113 ) 


And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 
O'er hills and high mountains, 
We'll drink dry the fountains, 
Until the ſun riſes again, brave boys, 
Until the ſun riſes again. 
Then here's to thee my boy boon, 
And here's to thee, my boy boon; 
As we've tarry'd all day, . . 
For to drink down the ſun, -_ | 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon, brave 
boys, FL 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon. 
CC. 
VIE gods! you gave to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favour, 
To be the comfort of my life, 
And I has glad to have her; 
But if your providence divine, 
For greater bliſs deſign her, 


To obey your wills at any time, 
I am ready to W 2 N * 


** 
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CC, 


OF the fates in life fo various, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious 5 
Tis a maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new mazes Snag; 

Tis an action ſo ſevere, | 

That nought but death can ſet us clear 2 * 

Happy's the man, from wedlock free, 

"Mr knows to prize his liberty. 
Weite men war. 

How they marry, 
We ſhould not be by half fo full of miſery. —— 


45 CEE 
OF all the trades from eaſt to weft, 
The cobler's paſt contending, . _-* 
Is like in time to prove the beſt, 
Which every day is mending : 
How great his praiſe who can amend 
The ſoals of all his neighbours, 


Nor is un mindful of his end. 
Aut to his laſt fill labours. 
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The cobler has nought to perplex ins 1 | 


tis) 


WE crows, > 


W am aed 


cori. 


Luer: matters of ſtate | 
Diſquiet the great, 


Has nought but his wife . 
"To rule ky ie 


And her he can ftrap if ſhe vex him. 


He's out of the pow'r 
Of Fortune, that whore, 
Shih low as can be ſhe has thruſt him 
From duns he's ſecure,. 
For, being ſo poor, 
T s none to be found that will truſt him. 


4 
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DAPHNE ana AMINTOR. 


„ 5 
'THINK, oh! think, within my breaft, 
While contending paſlions reign, 
How my heart is robb'd of reſt ; 
And, in pity, eaſe my _ "2 
To a lover, thus diſtreſt, 2 
Torn with doubts, and hopes, and fears, 


Ev'ry moment, till he's bleft,  - 


Is a thouſand, thouſand years. 


w 4 £.- 


| cy. 

SUCH riot and romping, ſuch wildneſs and fury, 
As if folks were juſt running out of their wits; 

No man ſhall come near us, of that I aſſure ye, 


Unleſs you reſtrain theſe extravagant fits. 
Remember, your fri, philoſophical breeding ; 
Fye, fye! I'm; d of a girl at your age: 


Are thoſe the effects of our ſtudy and reading, 
That every 2 mind ſhould engage? 


cv. 


VANLY ho to conquer 8 | 
We our utmoſt force eſſay; | 
What can foil her? what can cheat her 5 
What her ſacred pow” rs allay; | 


"Nothing prudent, there, nor wiſe is; 
Nothing fable, nothing true; : 
With ſuperior ſtrength ſhe riſes, 
Es Spite of all that art can do. 


cevir. 


Say, oh! top lovely ERR | 
Thou cauſe of all my ſmart! - 

What means this palpitation, 
Miachout a feeling heart: 
4 | There's 


E 


There's conjuration in it: 
It ceaſes- Then, in 4 minute, 
Such rapping, | 
And tapping, | ay 
„ if i it ne'er wou'd reſt; 
Mine too, I vow, 
I can't tell how, 
Is like to burſt my breaſt, 


_—_— 
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Howr'tr you may think ſtill to deceive me. 
And keep me confin'd like a bird in a cage 
Kind Fortune, perhaps, yet may relieve me, 
And ſhew you the fimpleton quit with the ſage. 
| „ my dear, depend on't, 
One time or other there will be an end ont: 
Some notions have ta en me, | 
That freedom will gain me, 4 
And matters explain me, 
More ſuiting my age. 


Firſt and foremoſt, my books, Pn Jemoliſh 3 


Next, all your learn'd apparatus ſhall 8 
Ev'ry trace of ſenſe toaboliſh; - | 


Then Judge if I'm —_ or no. 
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"A 
PRETEND no longer to reſtrain. 


The paſſion ſtruggling in my mind; 
Like ſprightly courſers, that diſdain 
The feeble curbing of the rein, 

It ſtarts, and leaves the will behind. 
My pangs increaſe! I'm all on fire! 
Then let me to the charmer fly; 
Obtain her love, my ſoul's deſire, 
Or, at her feet, a martyr dic, 


DE SERTER. Dibdia, 2 


8 


1 „ en 
My life's three parts diminiſh'd, 
And when the fom is finih'd, 0 
The pariſh-bell may toll, _ 
Gra” mercy on my ſoul! 
Ding dong 
Swing ſwong ! | 
Methinks my old companions ay, 
That though his hairs are now grown grey, 
Old Ruſſet once, upon a day, 
When all was mirth and jollity); 
L mY 5 8 Whew 


(6 


When ſports went round, and bells did ring, 
Could briſkly dance, and blythe could * 3 
And then upon the green to ſee , 

His ruſtic feats twas who but he! 
I'd give this bauble, life, away, 
Without a ſigh, could I but tay, 
To ſee a little infant care; 

Like Henry brave, Louiſa fair; 
Could 1 ſee this, Pd yield content, 
A life, I hope, not badly ſpent. 


* 
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Ccx!l. 


Troven T prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 

Againſt inclination, O, what can they do! ! 
No longer a rover, . 
His follies are over, | 


: My heart, 833 fond heart, ye my Hwy is true. 


The bee, thus as changing, | 
From ſweet to ſweet, ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he light on, ne er wiſhes to fray 3 - 
With raptures poſſeſſing 
In one every bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom, he flies far away. 
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Ons, condu8ts for 
Both love and war, : 
The point's to gain poſſeſſion ; 
For this we watch 
The enemy's coaſt, 
Till we ſleeping catch 
Them on their poſt: Wh 
Then good b'ye form, | ” 
The fort we ſtorm, | 
Make towns or hearts, 
Surrender at diſcretion. 


In love the only battery. 
Which with ſucceſs we play 
To. conquer hearts, is flattery: 


8 ** 


| No fortreſs can its power withſtand, 


Neither cannons, mortars, ſword 1 in hand, 
Can make ſuch way. | 


* 


As 'tis in love, ſo tis in war, 


We make believe, 

Miſlead, deceive; 
Pray, what ſerve drums and trumpets for? 
Cannons, and all our force of arms? 


But with their thund' ring alarms, 
8 To tell, not cover our deſign3s ö; 


Can theſe to trenches, breaches, mines, 

Blockades, or ambuſcades, compare ? 
No, all agree 
That policy, 

Is the true art militaire, 


* 


CCXIIL. 


*COXIMT.. 


Tur whims of folks i in * to FRY 
I believe would fairly poſe Old Nick 3 
This moment faſt- next moment ſlow ; 
Now conſenting, | 
Now repenting, 
Nor at this, or that will ſtick ; 
But changing ftill, - 78 
They wont---they will- 
When they mean yes, they'll anſwer no; 
| And fume and fret, 
This hour to get; 
| What they diſlike an hour ago. 


If you expect to find them here, 
To t' other ſide they quickly vere ; 
The wind and tide, ; 
In the ſame mood will longer bidde, 
Like two fond turtles fide by fide : 
This hour they woo, . 
And bill and cool! 
Then, by and by, 
Nan . ˙ 
e make the devil and all to do, 
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58 Womrn and wine compare ſo well, 
©” 7 > Sy run in a perfect parallel; 
For women bewitch us when they vin; 5 
_—=. And fo does wines 
5 They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill. 

The ſoldier, lawyer, and divine: 

They put ſtrange whims in the grayeſt ul, 
And ſend their wits to gather wool; SY 
| er ſince the world thus runs way 3 "BY 

And women and wine, 5 
| Are alike divine; 

Let's love al e and Kink all day ! 
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FONT AINBLEAU. O'Keeffe. 
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THE Britih Lion is my Lan 5 
A roaring trade I drive on; | 
Right Engliſh uſage,---neat French wine, 
A landlady may thrive on. 
At table d'hotte, to eat and drink, 
| Let French and Engliſh mingle," | | 
And while to me they bring the chink, | 
PFoäaitch let the glaſſes gingle; 
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Your rhino rattle, come 
Men and cattle come 
All to Mrs. Caſey, 
Of trouble and money. 


My jewel, my honey, | 
I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 

Let *ſquire, or beau, or belle como, 
Let captains kiſs me, if they dare, 
Tis Sir, you're kindly welcome! 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, I wink, © 
Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, ' ©. 
And if to me they bring'the chink, 

Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. 

Rhino rattle, come, &c. 


. Let love fly here; on filken | wings, | 
| - His tricks I ſtill connive at: 
Ihe lover who would ſay ſoft things, | 

Shall have a room in private. 
On pleaſure I am pleas'd to wink, | ERR 
So lips in kiſſes mingle, _ ES 
For while to me they bring the chin, 
Faith, let the glaſſes — 
Vour rhino rattle, come 
Men and cattle, come 
All to Mrs. Caſey; 
Of trouble and mne, 
My jewel, my honey, 3 2 
I warrant I'll make you ea. 
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| Tur ſight when paſt, in 8 Mies, 
I whiten'd cliffs the ſailor ſpies, 2 55 


Completely bleſs d! 


The fight each tender thought iche, 
His loves onſhore, and fancy fires iy 


His faithful breaſt ; 
He pulls and ſings My love's on ſhore!” 


RI. 


5 * bell fveets I freely we, 


And think my paſſion true, 


But every charm that man can love, 5 Wh 


Sweet love, 1 find in ou. 


I will not boaſt with fie pride, 


ThatPve a heart of ſtone ; 


That I have often gas d and ae, 


To you I frankly own. 
For circling ſweets, &c. 


That n hears A gentle mind, 


The ſource of eyery joy. 


Is now the hope I with to * 


Then don't that hope deſtroy. 
For circling ſweets, &c. 


For 


4 F * off : i 
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For ſince that each external grace 
Is by my fair poſſeſs d, 
In pity let her mind keep pace, 

And make her lover bleſt. | 

For circling ſweets, ce. 
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FLITCH OF BACON. Rev. H. Bate Dudly.” 


 CEXVHID 


On, a gay flaſhy lord is a woundy fine ſight! 
Who is ne'er to beſeen but with owls in the night: 3 
Then, ſo ſlight here behind, £6 
He's blown through by the wind ; 3 

So cropp'd, Re Th 

And belopp'd ! | 985 1 
Such timber, ſo limber, from top to the toe, - . - 
That he wriggles and nods as he walks to and fro'L 


1 neꝰ er ſee d but one in the courſe of my life, 
And him I had lick'd but for W my wife ; 
I laugh'd at his pride, 0 
And the ſpit by his „„ 
. 
His long back | 
Like a building ſo weak is, it hardly can 3 | 
But would ſnap ſhort intwo like a twig in this. hand? 
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How merrily we live that Gideon be 1 
Round the world thus we march with merry glee: 


On the pleaſant downs ſometimes encamp'd 


we lie ; . 
No cares we know, hut Fortunes frowns defy, ( 


80 long as we can ſee our colours fly. 


py © FE * 


ccxx. 


Tim pow'rs chat agitate the fas, | 5 

And bid the billows roar, „ 
Can calm them into bounds of peaces | 

And make them kiſs the ſhore: © 


But I, who rais'd, and left the derm 
To wreck a parent's breaſt, | 
Can ne er appro ach his dreaded form, 

"AA him, A. be * 


3 
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No: runs neither * dor festere 
5 Made me own thy fovereign fruay 3 
Ev'n thine, the proudeſt gifts of nature, 
* triumph d but a day ! 


|Beauty's 


Where conqueſt, never yet out-done, 
By Britiſh arms was nobly won ! 
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Beauty? s graces, though inviting, 
Scarce the ravag d fonſe will bind; 
But, with virtue's charms uniting, 


Steal Love's fetters o'er the mind. 


CC XXII. 
TELL me which of magic charms 
Ev'ry earthly pow'r diſarmj ; 

Young Ones pleaſing, | ON 
Grey -beards teaſing, 
Setting fancy wild affoat ? 
*Tis the ſnow-white Petticoat ! 


Circled thus from prying eyes, 

Love's immortat witcheraft les : 5 
And to bleſs us 9 
Or diſtreſs us, | We 

Nature bids us fondly doat=-- 

On the ſnow-white petticoat ! 


oY: N | | 
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FROM Mins « plains of glory 
I date my warlike ſtory 


See old Kingſley's lads grommet. 
Revenge defiriug?” 5 
Inceſſant firing g by 
On ne —_— Britain's er bent. 

"& (#09, All 
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Beſides, my. bluſhes told the ſwain 


cr ) 


An our ponder aud ball expended, 7 
The Monſieurs thought the dane ended 3 3 


Till with bayonets advancing, 


We quickly ſet their columns prancing,.. 
And, to make our vi&ry good, 
ods Ng a crimſon flood 1 


— 
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*CoxxIV. 


WrrN this breaſt the record les 


Of all the vows he made; 


| 5 His lips, but more his tell-tale * 


- His inmoſt ſoul betray d! 


He could I ſhun the pleaſing pain; 


When all my doubts were flown ? 


My once was not oy > 


CCxxv. 


8 ſhe's wondk Tous pretty ! r 
Her locks are almoſt jetty ! ! 


She's a finer wench than Betty ! at 


And ſee her eyes are blue! 


| Her ſnow-white boſom's hearing F 
My appetite is craving ! 


She hits my taſte to a ſhaving ! 1 


Sweet damſel, how do you do? 


ccxxvr. 


COXXVI. 


TIE 1 pallane ſoldier forms, 
Surrenders at diſcretion z __ 
To his command e' en love conforms, 
And gains him quick poſſeſſion. 
This ſilent grove 
Abets your love, ; 
While you my heart trepan — 
Ceaſe to woo me, 
You'll undo me, 
Too bewitching man! 


2 8 - 


: Oh ! ! if I yield and grant TH Ms * — 


I doubt you would forſake me; 


And, ſhould you. not your vows . FE 7 


Deſpair would overtake me! 
The heart, uc. 


YR good men and wives, 
Who have lov'd all your lives, 


And whoſe wows have at no time been takers. 
Now come and draw near, 


With your conſciences clear, 
And demand a bugs Flitch of Bacon! 
: | * r A 


* 
* 
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Since a year and a day 
Have in love roll'd away, 

And an oath of that love has been taken, 
On the ſharp- pointed ſtones, 
With your bare marrow-bones, 

You have won our fam'd Priory Bacon. 
| Since & year, &c. 


The FARMER. ' O'Keeffe. 
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. No more pn court the Town-bred Rif, Y | 
Who ſhines in artificial beau: 

For native charms without compare, 
Claim all my love, reſpe& and duty. 

Oh, my bonny Bet, ſweet bloſſom, - 
Was I a King ſo proud to wear thee, 


From off the verdant couch I'd bear . 
To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. 


Yet aſk me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I cannot fay in ſmile or dimple; 
In blooming cheek or fadiant eye, 
Tis happy nature wild and ſimple. 
| 25 8 * Bet, &c- 
; Let 


11 
Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſig ch in numbers trite and common; 
Ye God one darling with be mine, 


And all I aſk is lovely woman. : 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &. 


Come, Pe girl, the roſy bowl, | 
Like thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing ; ; 
W heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
With rapture ev'ry ſenſe entrancing. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 
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To bear a fest Golifinch's fonnet, / 
This morning I put on my bonnet, 
But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it! 
When the Captain appears in my view; 
I felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, | ix 
My heart beat in ſtrong palpitation, LED: = 
I bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, © = 
When ſays he, my dear, How d'ye do? _ 


The dickins, ſay I, here has popp'd him, 

I thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 

So my very beſt curtſey I dropt him; 
With an air then he took off his hat; if | 

He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, 

He ſqueez'd my hand, how my heart panted ! 

He afſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 


Rai pray now, what _ was in that? 
Says 
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Says I. Sir, for what "R you take me? 
He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 
No, demn him! he'd never forſake me, 


And then on his knee flopp'd down; 


His handkerchief; 1a ! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 
His white teeth he ſhew'd fo compleatly, 
He manag d the matters ſo-neatily,. - TP 


ITre'er can be *. u, nee 
cc 

88 devil's in me, 

All the damſels wiſn to win me; 


Like a may - pole rounil me cluttern 
Hanging garlands-<-fuſs: and flutter ! 


Lilting, cap'ring, grinning, 1 
Pouting, bobbing, winking, n 


Kates and Bettys, 
Polls and Letties, 


All were doating gentle _— 
On theſe features 


'To their 3 8 all would po. me K - | 5 58 


Gad*a-mercy!! 1 r in me. 


All the damſels wiſh to win ne. 


„% ©2 


Pretty dainſels, ugly damſels; x; 
Black-hair'd damſels, plump fac'd 8 


Six feet damſels, three fe damſels; 


Pale fac'd damſels, red-fac'd damſels, 
TE. * thick-leg'd damſels 3 


. | Pretty, 


— * ” * 
8 
— 


5 


* 
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Pretty, ugly, black-hair'd, red-hair'd, fx been - 
three feet. 
Pale fac'd, plump-fac'd, wur. thick-eg d, 
dainty, dowdy. 
All run after me, Sir, me 
For when pretty fellows we, 
Pretty maids are frank and free, 
For their ſtays taking meaſure. - 
Of the ladies, oh the pleaſure ! | 
Oh, ſuch tempting looks they gi'me ! 
Wiſhing of my heart to nim me; 
Pat and cry, you devil Jemmy ? 
Pretty la lies, ugly ladies, &c, 


COXXXI. 


A FLAXEN-headed cow-boy, a ſimple as may 


-D&>.. 
And next a merry plough-boy, I whiſtled o'er the | 
lea; 8 
But now a ſaucy Got. by in worked wn 


And ſoon I'll be a butler, and wag my jolly face, 


When fteward I'm Promoted, PN ſnip a ones 
man's bill. | 
My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to mw 5 
When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man II 
be, 


Vou'll forget che little e boy chat walten | 


fer the lea. | „ 


Moe ge. 9g OD ne” oe 72 Rt 
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FP u * votes at * but when oe made 
af the pelf, 


Py band poll for the Parliament, 120 then vote in 


myſelf. 


Whatever's good for---me, Sir, 1 never will 953 


pole; 
When all my ayes are fold oft, wy then I ſel} 
my noes. 
I'll bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with ſpeeches 
charm the ear, 


And when Im tir d on my log, o then ru fit down 


a Peer. 
In court or city honour, fo great a man I'll be, 


You'll forget the little * that whiſtle 


- o'er the lea. 


ccxxx II. 


+ II ee eee 
Can help it ?—-No, not I;--- - 
Some good luck too---'tis my duty 
SGitts ſo precious to apply. ” 
Nature---F ortune---gave em freely; 
. And TI uſe * genteelly. 


= I — 


The flame to 'cool; - — - WE 
My Golden Rule in: 
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If the Smarts of the ſky 

Cringe, ogle, and ſigh, 

Whene'er I paſs by; _ 
_ Looky there! 


What an air! 
Gods, how fair! 
To feed your tarch'd pride} | 


Muft I 80 and hide, 

| Til you're made a bride ? 
M 

% 1 you _ I d. 


Cc n — 
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c. 
Ward bickrings hot, 


To high words got, 758 


Break out at Gamiorum $ 


* 


Is---Puſh about the Jorum. 3 
With fiſt on jug, _ 87 


Coifs who can lug? 3 ys 
Or ſhew me acid bs, RS 
Who her red rag 1 
In gibe can wag, 


With her mouth full of aa 


When bickerings hot, &. 
N 2 OcxxxLIV. 
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To ſet at odds 
Theſe hair-brain'd Gods, 

The turn of a ſtraw or a pin does: : 

1 ö make them fret, 

Take pet,, PA 
Curvet, | | 

And fling 8 out 0 as windows, 
He, ſhe, foul; handſome, all, 
On wires I dance em all, 

Jove of my puppets but is chief ; 
Sky, earth, and 3 | 
1 put in commotion : 

wy doat on — bit o miſchief. | 


| c V. TION 
Tune, Sweet if. you love ne. 
Toro by che Porter and che Page, K 


| Not at home —.. 
You'd ha* thought ſhe'd burſt with rage. 
*Skips, I muſt ſee the Queen, and will--- 
Dear Ma' am ſays I---the Queen 1s ill, .. 
Takes James' s Powder, an 1 Ward's Pill. 
- Not at h me, | 
 Echo'd mm to all her OP - 


To 


1 7 
To this Pippin bid her ſmell, 

Bid her ſmell, 
- Pll engage ſhe'll ſoon be well. : 
I box'd the Fox this morn, ſays ſhe, 
And from th* Heſperian Dragon's tree 
_ Hoik'd off with 't to her Majeſty : « 

MMMU__WEFEFTTTTT 

| I muſt fly, F 
He's hard at my Gangs. | 


r r 
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WIEN you're boſky, half-ſeas over, 
Doxies wind you as they pleaſe ; 
Thro' their eyes you then diſcover, 
That the Moon's a huge green=-cheeſe.. 
They have their wits, 
Mind their own hits; 9 
Nick the fit 5 . 
To wheedle a bit. 
With a tip | 
Of the lip, hs 
And a ropuith ſqueeze. EL 
Jovy, my ſoul -— C | = 
What does it ſay? 1 
Fire the North Pole. 15 
* s your 8 
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SINCE 'tis writ in the volume of fate, $ 
That to ſurrender 
To the male gender, 
Females muſt lay their account ſoon or late; 
She muſt ſubmit has a God to her mate. 
Bounce, bounce; Juno may flounce; > 
Storm and thunder: * 
She'll knock under: 
Rave, rave; Jupiter,. rave! 


Maſter mo be---and your "we be a dare. Ro 


ccxxxVIII. PM 
Tune, Guardian Angeles Ge. . 


Wimkz's the mortal can refift mer. 
Queens muſt every honour gain. 
Paris furely muſt aſſiſt me, 
Juno cannot ſue in vain, 
Look in my face, my Ay Paris; 
Can ſuch beau es e er deſpair? - 
Where's ſuch an e as thu? 


© Shew me ſych lips to kiſs ; 
"0p" may my TT hear my pro's! 


* 


The 


—— 


. GENTLE SHEPHERD. Allan Ranjay. 


CCXXXINX. 
Tune, The Wawking of the Faulds. 


My Peggy. is a young ming 

Juſt enter'd in her teens, 

Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 


My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 
My Peggy ſpeaks fac ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane 
1 wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair of a” that's rare. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a. the Iave Pm'cauld ; . 
But ſhe gars a my ſpirits „ : 
At wawking of the faullu. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 


That I look down on a — bo 
= That LEO upon a crown. 


4 
: 
| 

= 
=_ 
| 

; 
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And let her figh when tis too late. 
14 pl CCXLE. 


(ae) 
My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 
It makes me biyche and bauld, 


And nathing gi'es me ſic delight, 
As wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſoftiy 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, ; 
By a' the reſt, that * 
11 in bo ſangs are tald, — RS 
With innocence, the wale of ſenſe; 
E of the e 


— | 


po” HR 
Tune,. Fy gar rub her oer with ftrac,. 


DRkAR Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 


Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 


For women in @ man delight: 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon Ws | 

And with a fimple face give way | 
To a repulſe ; then be not blate, 

Puſh bauldly. on and win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young, 

Say aſten what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind. their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een; 


If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 


To anſwer all your love with hate. 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, | 


ccxlII. 


Tune, Nanſy's to the Green Wood 225 


I vIELD dear laflie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying, | 

That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 

Frae love proceeds complying : 

For a that we can do or ſay _ 1 
»Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, 

They ken our boſoms lodge the fac, 
Tat by the heart-ſtrings leads us. 


CCXLIL. 
Tune, Cauld Kalt in Aberdeen, H 


CAULD be the rebels caſt, 40 

Oppreſſors baſe and blood ex 
I hope we'll ſee them at thelaſt 

Strung up a' in a woody. 

Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 

And ever high his ſtation, - in fg 12. 
That bravely ſtands in the defence 

Of Conſcience, King and Nan, 


' CCXLINM. 
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rr 


—— 8 


i 
Tune, Carle, an the King comb. | 
Peccy, now. the King's > come, 
Peggy, now the King's come, 
Thou may dance, and I ſhall fing,. 
x Peggy, ſince the King's come: 
Nae mair the Hawky's ſhalt thou milk 
But change thy plaiding-coat for fk, 


And be à lady of that ilk, 2 
New, Peggy, fi fince the King's _ 


13 


an; N 


Tune, > war auld andy Clathing was this 


PSO. 


| WIEN firſt my y dear Laddie gde to the reen- 


. Hill, ON 
And 1 at ew milking, fir feyd my young Kill, 
To hear the milk-bowie no pain was to me, 
When I 0 een — * 


e Paris. 
When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether- 
bells, 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 


11 found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


* 8 * 1 
— 


Pacc \ 


{ 143 ) 

PRC. 
When chou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſhane. . 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thuy ilka ſport manly gave pleafure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwiftas thee. 


PATIE. 
Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the Cowden Broom knows, 
And Koſie lilts ſweetly the milking the ew, 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can fing, 
At throw the Wood SG Th Beſs gars our lugs . 
ring: a 


But when my dear di ings with better ſkill, 


The Boatman, Tweed-file, or or the Laſs of the Mill. 
Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſing ta me 


For tho? they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee: 


Peccoy. 


How eaſy can Laſſes trow what they defire? / 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire; 

Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for the. 


8 0 


Pari LE. | 


By the-delicious warmneſs of thy. Wan 
And roving eye that ſmiling tells the truth, 

I gueſs, my Laſſie, that, as well I, 

Ve're made for Love, and "oy ſhould ye deny, 


PEGGY. 


— —— — -ñ— 


( 144 ) 


1 . PEOOGY. 
But ken ye, Lad, gif we confeſs o'er ſoon, 


Ve think us Op and ſyne th wooing's done _ 
The maiden that o'er quickly tynes her pow'r, 
Like — fruit will taſte but hard and ſowr. 


ParIE. 
But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye. 
Red-cheeked ye compleatly ripe appear, 
And I have tholꝰd and woo'd a * — 


PEOG . 


Then dinna pow me, gently thus T fa 2 


Into my Patie's arms for good and a- 
But flint your wiſhes to this kind ne: = 


| And mint nae farther, till we've . the: grace. 


PAT IE. 


=” charming armfu', hence, ye cares, away; ; 


PIl kiſs my treaſure a? the live lang day, 
All night ll dream my kiſſes o'er again, | 
Till that a come that ye'll be a' my ain. a 
| | Bor k. | 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſkies, 
_ Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe : 


Olaſh your ſeeds, poſt time away, 
And hafte about our bridal-day ; 


And, if you' re weary' d, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 


CCxLVI. 


EE n 


"IU * 1 th. A 


„ 


Iaunr. 


2 — 


Wer I afſur'd you'll conſtant | prove, 


> You ſhould nae mair complain; 

The eaſy maid, beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain 3 ; 

For I muſt own now ſince vou re free, 
This too- fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black-ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair d with thine, 


Ren 


De tek |: 


n thy breaſt recline !_ 


The pleaſure ſtrikes me near hand dead ! 


Is Jenny then fac kind ?--- 
O let me briſs thee to my heart! 


And round my arms entwine : 


Delytful thought, we'll never Wh 5 


n thy mouth to mine. 


— * N 2 


1 ccxLVil. 
| Tone, Oer * 


Wali, 1 agree, ye're ſure of mez 
Next to my father gae: 

Make him content to give conſent, 

_ .- He'll hardly ſay you nae: 

vat 1 O 


— 


( 246 ) 


Por ye have nigh he wad be at, 
And will commend you wee, | 
Since parents auld think love graws cauld 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 
Should he deny, I care na by, 
__ Hed contradict in vain; 
Tho' a' my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee T will have nan. 
Then never range, nor learn to change, 
Like thoſe in high degree : 5G. 
And if you prove faithful in love, 
r n 


cx Vn. : 
ſockv faid to Jenny: Jenny wilt thou do't? | 


eber a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher-good; 5 
For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee, . 


E'en's ye like, _quoth Jockey, ye may let it be. i 


T hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough, IEAM 

I hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh; 

Ganging 1 in a pleugh, and linkan o'er the lee, 

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

I hae a good ha? houſe, a barnand-a byer, GS. 

A peatſtack fore the door, we'll mak a rantin fire; 

I'll mak a rantin fire, and merry fall we be, 

| And gin ye winna tak me, J can let you be, 
Jenny faid to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 
e ſhall be the lad, Ell be the laſs myſels 

'Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free - 

| Vers welcome lo tak me, than to let me be. 


cx. 


Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, 


i 


* if 147 ) 


OO WO "OI SCE ST Oy 
K 


3 


| ' CCXLIX. 
Tune, Wae's my heart that wwe ſou'd andre 


SPEAK on, ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief; 
Hold up a heart that ſinking under 


Theſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 5 


| A gentler face, and ſilk attire, . 


A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, i b 
Alack poor me! will now conſpire | K 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. * 


No more the ſhepherd who excelld . 


The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 


Ah! I can die, but never under. bi 


Ve meadows where we often ſtray d, 


Ye banks where we were wont to hn PL 4 
sweet ſcented rucks, round which we play d, 
Vou'll loſe your ſweets when we're afunger. | 


Again, ah! ſhall I never creep 


Around the Know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, N 
* en at its n Oye t 


ECL, . 
"Th, Teveed-Side, . 


: Wax hope was ſunk quite in deſpair, 


My heart it was going to break; 
"y life appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy — 


O 2 Le 


( 148 ) 
Where-e'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night ; 


With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 8 
And my ſoul keep him ever in ſight. 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
So lock thee for ay in theſe arms. 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 
For beauty, that's only ſkin deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 
But, inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, Hes 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If vittue's ingrain'd in che wife, _ TY 


And'the huſband have ſenſe 50 e | 


Tune, Buſh 5 7; raguair. 
Ar ſetting day and riſing morn, 

Wich ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
| I'll aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe return, 
; With all that can improve thee. 

Pu viſitaft the Birken buſh, 
| Where firſt thou kindly told me 

Sweet tales. of love, and hid wy bluſh 


To 


( 19) 
To all our haunts I will repair, 
By Greenwood-ſhaw or fountain t 
Or where the ſummer day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender; 


g uy vows you're mine, by love 1s ou 


A heart which: cannot wander. 


CCLII. 
Tune, C orn-Riggs are _ 


My Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy; 


His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy : 


His ſhape is handſome, middle fize, | 


He's comely in his wawking, 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 
Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him ona bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There many a kind word he pak 

That ſet my heart a glowing. 


He kiſſed and vow'd he wad be mine, 


And loo'd me beſt of ony. 
That gars me like to ſing ſinceſyne, 
O Corn-Riggs are bonny. | 


Let Laſſes of a ſilly mind 


Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, | 


Since we for yielding were deſign d, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting. 


O 3 


Then 


— ——— 


— p — — 
4 — 


1 
Then I'lt comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernonny 


He's free to touzel, air or late, 


Where Corn-Riggs are bonny. 


. 1 4 Ae 


1 


1 


Troy pity I cannot deny, . 
Ah ! what will that avail you? 
Alas ! I dare not hope ſupply ; 
For hope too ſure wou'd fail you. 
when the flatterer ſhall deceive, | 
In vain you will repent you; 
Yet ſhould you hope without my ne, 
Tis true I can't prevent you- | 


My hand directed to beſtow 5 
In England here I'm landed; 
And daughters always act, you know, 
Juſt as they are commanded. - | 
Then let not flattering hope. deceive, 
Or elſe you will repent you; _ - 
Vet ſhou!d you hope without my leave, 
"Tis true 8 cant prevent you. 


LG . 


* 
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ſi coli. * 
WurrHe r a leak ah 1 hither = are tings! 


gone! 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn. 


| Say---by thy heart, can falſchood e er be known > 
Ah! no, no, I judge it by my own. 
The heart he gave with ſo much care, 


Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear; 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 
Pm ſure the ſelfiſh apa. £ His own. 


© v 
as 


1 
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3 


ADELA. 3 great lords and ladies, ; 
Dreſt up on gay days, 
Come to viſit you and 12 


4 „ ac, 


EDwa xD. All ſmiling, bowing, 


Great friendſhip vowing, 
While we hold our heads ſo high. 


ADELa, But ſhou'd the fine gentry ſmoke us, 
Lud! how they'll joke us; 
| How they'll laugh at filly me. 
Koni Pſhaw, we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly clever, | 
While our Pe full, d'ye ſee. 
ADELA, 


1662 ) 


n Then every day,. 
Epwarxp. New joy ſhall bring ; 
Ar ETA. And ever gar: 
EpwarD. Well dance and fing. 2 
Born. Fall lall de rall. 

g | Ho merry ſhall we be. fie t 
| ADELA. Of dr ebene eee h zun wn | 
| Dipnity —— bY 10] 
EpwarD. 5 high barons dene, 0 
Fine ladies fſouncing. 

We may chance 0 to court. 


ADZL A. Well, fegs, I care not, EN 
Court, tho* we ſhare not, „ 
If at home we happy be. 3 a 25 
Ebwax p. Soon I may be bold | 
To hope that I ſhall held 8 
A little baron on my 2 


4 _— 


ADELA. Then eyery LEP rs 
Epward. New joy ſhall bring, . 
Ap ELA. And ever gay | . 
Ewan. We'll dance and fng. | 3 
Born. Falllall de lt. 

| Nr my we Aldo; * * 
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Bz mine, —— care, 


Life's choiceſt ble Hing eld from deſpair; | 
Do not deceiyę me, ah] never leave me, 


Still may my boſom thy power declare. 
In vain thy influence fools may revile, 


Conſtaney ever gains thy; ſmile. - 


And of their deſtinꝝ can thoſe complain; 
Whole falſehood dares thy laws prophane ? 


' Refolv'd I brave all danger, to N fear a Rran- 


ger; 
Thy ſweet rewards, oh, 8 to gain. 


Then let me combat not in vain; 


But in my triumph ſhare, 
"90 ſmiles, for which ] W dare. 


40S 5 


* 


* 
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Celvu. > Nees pore RF 


Now ain in Prep.” 


For the nuptial celebration, 
Each m maiden on th? occaſion, 
«ls her heart in palpitation ; 
Now a bluſh, and now a ſigh, 
Trembling too, ſhe knows not why, 
While every lad with expectation, 
Finds his heart beats Tc 885 


„ 
* } 
*- 
4 3 *.. 


White 
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While ſwords and ſhields are claſhing, 
Archers aiming, cudgels thraſhing, 
The ale to none denying, . 

Flaggons far and wide ſupplying. _ 
With tilters fencing, wreſtlers boaſting, 
Bonfires blazing, oxen roaſtipg ; | 
And all the vaſſals flock around, 


What pleaſures now abound !. 


Now all in preparation, 
For the nuptial celebration. 


— aA 4 1 + 8 * ; p 0 
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Loves From the heart; all its iter concealings 
eaten they ſay, the fond 11 can 1 178 | 
Still the deluſion 6 eur my T; probe. 

For ſhould you 8 e Four. adhoc per- | 

cei 
Too well do I love you, the peril to 1 | 
$0 if you muſt cheat me, ſtill further deceivin 


ving 
Oh! eee 


en 10, ai My 


ee . 


. bn ad une gs, 
My kind my lot remove, 
I ſhall envy not gy betters, 1 
— 


7 1.1905 L | Loved 
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Love's the riches of the poor, ; 
A prize that wealth can ne'er procurez ; 
My rich miſtreſs fain would be 
Juſt as poor as Ciceley. 

From ugh * Kc. 
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Semrr of my 13 fire, . Tt | 
With ſucceſs my ſoul 1 5 
Deeds of glory done by — | 
In Mem'ry's mirror now I ſee. 
Let the great examples raiſe --- 
» Valour's pureſt, brighteſt blaze, 
Till the proweſs of my arm 
The eye of fickle conqueſt charm, - | 
And Fame ſhall, when the battle" $ Wong | 1 
eee Fant . 


— Spirit of my fainted fire, 
With ſucceſs my ſoul infoire. 75 
The inſpiration now I feel, 
I be ardent glow of patriot zeal, 
"Brighter proſpects now ariſe, 
The voice of Eun rends the ee 
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| c 4e R. 
cLxI. 
Ip As: now we'ere. met, A jolly lot, 
WS: A fig for ſack or ſherry; 
* Our ale we ll drink, | 15 
And our cans we'llcink,  —_ 
And well be wondrous merry. : 
Merry, my hearts---merry, my boys, 
We'll fing with a hey down derry, 
The baron himſelf knows no ſuch j joys, 
We are e fo Mgr * 
1 EL. e 1 INF ASION.. Garrick 
1 of XII. 5 it . : 
To ar ye bee N to W 55 | 
: The road to renown lies before you! | ; 
1 The name of King Shakeſpeare has charms | 
| 1 To rouſe ye to actions of . 
8 4 Away! ye brave mortals, away! ! 
j * _ *Tis Nature calls on you to fave her; 
—_— What man but would Nature obey, 
= Aud Aght for her Shakeſpeare for ever? 
4 1 | | CCLXIIL. 


8 


—— c_—— _ 


CcLxIII. 


Orp women we are, 
And as wiſe in the chair, 
As fit for the Quorum as men; 
We can ſcold on the bench, 
Or examine a wench, 
And like them can be wrong now and then. 


For look the world thro”, 
And yow'll find nine In ten, 
Old women can do 


As much as We 


We can hear a ſad caſe, 
With a no-meaning face, 
And tho' ſhallow, yet ſeem to be deep: 
Leave all to the clerk; | 
| For when matters grow dark, 
Their worſhips had better go fleep." 
Wd Cnorvus.---For look the a cc. 


When our wiſdom is taſk'd, | 
And hard queſtions are a{k'd, _ 
We'll anſwer them beſt with a fnore: 
| We can mump a tid bit, 

And can joke without wit, 
And what can their worſhips do more ? 


Crorvs,---For look the world thro', &. 


Vor. * | E 85 CCLXIV. 


ö 
| 
1 
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1 
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FIT 


OR. 1 . 
CCLXIV.- 
*T HRICE happy the nation that Shakeſpeare has 
charm'd! 


More happy the boſoms his Genius has warm'd ? 


Ve children of nature, of faſhion, and whim! 


He painted you all, all join to praiſe him. 


Crxorvs. Come away ! come away! 
His genius calls---you muſt obey! 


* higheſt to loweſt, from old to the young, 
All ſtates and conditions by him have been ſung ; 
All paſſions and humours were rais'd by his pen; 
He could ſoar with the eagle, and 11 with the 
wren. | 
Cnox vs 8 away, . 


To praiſe him, ye F airies, and Genii repair, 
He knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air: 


No phantom "fo ſabtle could glide from his view, 
The wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you! 


Cxorvs. Come ey! Come Sony ! 


5 RS His Genius N muſt obey. 


b HIGHLAND REEL, OK. 


WIEN I've money, I am merry. 
When I've none, Pm very ſad ; © 
When I'm ſober, I am civil, 
When I'm drunk, Pm dee man- 
With my fal lal tidle tum, | 
Likewiſe toodle teedle tum,. | 
Not forgetting tither-ti, 02 He 
And alſo folderoodle- um. 


Whan diſputing with a puppy, 
I convince him with a rap; 
And when romping with a girl, 
2 accident I tear a cap. 
With my fal lal, c. 


oo Gadzooks ! I will never marry,. 


I'm. a lad that's bold and free, 
Yet I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me, 
With my fal lal, & c. 
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'There's a 1 maiden i in a corner, 
Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 
She and I drink tea together, 
But no matter, fir, for that. 
With my fal lal, c. 


If this maiden be with . a 
As I do ſupoſe the bm 
Like good pappy I muſt learn | 
To dandle Jacky on my knee. 


With 85 fal lal, &c.. 


. CELXVI, 
On had 1 Allan Ramſay's art 
To fing my paſſions tender; 
In ev'ry verſe ſhe'd read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ſtrains I'd ſend 1802 
Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, 


How muck I love the charming maid,. 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


She makes me know what all dete 
With ſuch bewitching glances, 

_ Hor modeſt air then checks my fire, 
And ſtops my bold advances. 

Meek as the lamb, on vonder lawn, 
Vet by her conquer'd wholly, 

For ſometimes ſprightly as the fawn; 
Sweet Jane of Grifipoly, 


ö 
N 
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My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, 


I ſeem an amorous ninny, 
A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy, I ſign Jenny. 
Laſt Sunday, when from church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 


I cry'd, when aſk'd the text to name, 


"Twas Jane of. Si. 


My Jenny is no bortune great, | 
And I am poor and lowly,  _ 

A-ſtraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, 
Her perſon I love ſolely. . 

1 ev'ry ſordid, ſelfiſh view,. 
So free my heart is wholly, 

And ſhe is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


XVI. 


Mas AS TER is a pariſh Hedor. 


Overſeer, tax- collector; 
To increaſe his private ſtore, 


Cheats the King and robs the poor ; 
Executor of old folks? wills, 


| With orphans” right his bags he fs; EE, 


And I'll have all, or 1 not ſo, 


Pull have his daughter, chat I know : 


Pa. Happy 


* \ 4 ; 
* 3 
n 
=, - 
2 R 


(1 N 


Happy dog. 
- Ofer ſea and 
Smuggle Mog, 
Jog, 
Dog, 
Jig it happy, 
Mog, 

EKiſs a paw to pappy. 
Maſter is a very wiſe man, 
Bailiff, ſmuggler, and exciſeman, 
Cudgel to a poor man's back, 

Jo the rich a ſupple jack, / 

Puts caſh and beggars in the ſtocks, 

And he's at home when old Nick knocks. 
But I'II have all, &c.. 

In a fliip we ſkim + 

In his wherry maſter follows; 

At the oar he'll toil and tug, 

- Whilſt we fit 1 in cabin ſnug ; 


As he ſwears out, oh how we laugh! 
And Riſs and . „and toddy quaff. 
For 4 have al. = ; 


- CCLxVIL. 3 


8 wo J play, cry, oh erimini !. 
Shelty's chaunter, ſqueakerimini! 
In love's tunes I'm ſo emphatical, 
2 ſhaking, quiveratical. 

With agility, 


BY” 1 85 | 3 Grace, gentility, 


(63 ) 


Girls ſhake heel and toe; 
Pipes I tickle ſo: 
My jigs fill a pate, 
Tittilate 5 
| Pretty mate, | 
My hops love mirth, young blood Grelle 6 


Oh my chaunters ſound fo prettily, 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy; 


Croſs the Tweed Til bring my tweedledum. 


Striking foreign flute and fiddle dumb 5 
Modern Rizzi's fo 
Pleaſes ma'ams, miſſes, tho 
Peers can marry ſtrum, 
Act plays very rum, | 
I'll puff at ſquare En 
Can over 
Man over, 
All the puny pipes from Italy. 

Toodle, &c.. 


Pri in talk, a pedant, muſical,. 
In fine terms I lug intruſical, 
Slap bravuras, alt, the rage about, 
Haydn, Mara, opera, ſtage about;; 
Oratorios, | 
Cramers, Florios: - 
Things at Jubilee, 
Neither he or ſhe, 
Die at Syrengg note, 
Tiny throat, 
Petticoat, 
This is amateur high muſical, 


CCLXIX.. 
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„De. 


D&AREST youth, this heart will break, 
H cruel ſoldiers take thee far; 
Why peaceful home and me forſake, 
JT ꝰo0o court the dangers of the war? 
But all is home, where thou' R reſort, 
My Sandy's ſmiles ſuch comfort bring; 
The humble village is a court, 
Grac'd by the preſence of a king. 


My filken gown, my cotton hoſe, 
My cap of lace, I leave behind; 
My hands and face I muſt expoſe, 
To ſcorching ſun, to rain and wind : 
With him, I'll meet the blaſt ſo keen, 
And ſmile whilſt on the billows toſt; 
The heart where love is warm within, 
Enjoys a May in winter's froſt. 


r 


e 


OLD England! great in arts and arms, 
For manly worth and female charms 
Renown'd has ever been 
And now the care of bounteous heaven, 
Has to happy Albion given 
| A 4 98 * and Queen; 


In 


fo ) 
In their royal progeny, our blooming proſpects 
mile. 


mile. „ 
The fair poſſeſs'd of every grace, 
And in the generous ſons we trace 
The guardians of our iſle. 


On Creſſy's plains an Edward fought, 
A captive king to London brought; 

T was there his glories ſhone: 
Tho' terrible in battle, he 1 
Could ſhew by godlike clemency, 

He grac'd the wreath he won. | 
Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we re ready 
for the field, _ 

To find a Creſſy ſtill in France, 

A royal Frederick wields the lance, 
And holds Britannia's ſhield. 


Let Fame record Eliza's days, 

Her trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
The grand Armada fee: 

The Invincible ſhe overcame, . 

And Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, 
By Britons great and free. | 

Old Neptune, thus exulting, to Royal William: 

ſpoke: 

If woman once could guard my realm, 

What triumph now, when at my hem | 

I place a heart of oak! 
My royal heart of oak !! 


CCLXXI. 
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CCLXXI. | 


To-; 1 am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men are not to be had, 
For want of a better I may do, 
To follow the boys with a rat-tat- too; 
I may ſeem tender, yet Pm tough, 
And tho' not much of me, I'm right good auff: 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can, * 
IL never was afraid to ſee my man. 

I'm a chick-a-bidddy, ſee, 

Take me now, now, now, 

A merry little he | 

For your row-dow-dow !_ 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, ch! there” s my joy 
With my knapſack at back, like a roving boy. | 


In my tartan plad, a young ſoldier view, 
My fillebeg and dirk, and bonnet blue; 
Give me the word, and PU march where you com... - 
. mand, 
Noble ſerjeant, with h a. >. filling then ſrike my; | 
hand. _ 
My captain when he takes his glaſs, 
May like to toy with a pretty laſs, 
For ſuch a one I have a roguiſh eye, 
He'll never want a girl when I am by. 
Ein a 3 28 & c. 


. i s 
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*Tho? a barber has never yet mow'd my chin, 
With my great broad-ſword I long to begin, 
Cut, flaſh, ram-dam, oh glorious fun! 

For a gun, pip-pop, change my little pop-gun. 
The foes ſhall fly like geeſe in flocks, 

E'en Turks I'd drive like turkey-cocks, 


Wherever quarter'd I ſhall be ; 
Oh, zounds ! how I'Il kiſs my landlady ! 
I'm a chick-a-biddy, ſee, 
Take me, now, now, now, 
A merry little he 
For your row-dow-dow ! 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, oh! there's my joy 
With my knapſack at back, like a "ogg boy. 


——ññññ;ñ᷑ę eo 


The HEIRESS. Burgoyne. 


CCLXXII. 


Fon tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt day 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way; 

Ihe leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

And e'er words were my own, I ſpoke in a lich. 


1 nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widowd | 
dove, 


The warbled complaint of the ſuffering g grove, 
To youth as it ripened gave ſentiment new, 


The object full changing, the ſympathy true. 


166 ) 


: Soft embers of paſſion, yet reſt in the * | 

A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never 
know! . 

Or if too indulgent the bleſling I 1 . 

Let the ſpark drop from reqlop that wakens the 


fame. 


INKLE and YARICO. Colman, Fun. 


ccLxxIII. 
a Tune, Laft Valentine s Day. 


A VOYAGE over ſons had not enter'd * 
EEG head, 
Had 1 known but. on which fide to butter my 


bread. 
Heigho! ſure I---for hunger muſt die 


Pie fail'd like a booby ; come here-in a ſquall, 


Where, alas! there's no d to * TEE at 


won BEET, (ic: 

Oho l ene esel 
| h, e n | 
os 1 85 „ 5 In | 


i 
In London, what gay chop-houſe ſigns in the 
| Sort ::; 

But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat. 
Heigho! that I---for hunger ſhou'd die! 


My mutton's all loſt, Pm a poor ſtarving elf, 
And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf; 


Oho ! I ſhall die a loſt mutton ! 
Oh what a loſt mutton. am I! 


| For a 3 lice of beef, I cou'd roar like a built; 7 


And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is hos 
full. | 


Heigho! that I---for hanger ſhould die! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my 
grave, 
For my bacon, I fancy, I never ſhall ſave; 
Oho! I ſhall neer ſave my bacon! 
I can't fave my * not I * 


N 
CCLXXIV. 
Tune, O ſoy, Bonny Las. 
Airs | 


O SAY, imple maid, doe you form'd any no- 
b tion 
Of all the rude dangers in croſſing che ocean? 
When winds whiſtle ſhrilly, ak! won't t they re- 
mind you, 
To figh with regret for the grot left behind you ? 


Vol. I. . YARLCO, 


| | « { 170) 


 Yarico. 


Ah! no, I cou'd follow, and ſail the world |”. 


over, 
Nor think of my grot, when'T look at wy lover! 
The winds which blow round us, your arms for 
„„ 
will lull us to fleep, whilt we're rock'd 4 by each 
billow. 
In x LE. 


Then ay, lovely laſs, what if haply un 
A rich gallant veſſel with gay colours flying? 
Tanto. | 
Tl journey, with "thee, love, to where the land 
narrows, 
And 8 all my a wich * ar- 
ros. 
he: Bora. 
O ſay then, my true love, we never will . 5 
Nor ſhrink from the tempeſt, nor dread the big 
thunder : 
While conſtant, we'll laugh at all chinges of weae 
ther, : 
And] n all over the world both together. 


CCLEXV. 


Wars. man, never g a-wy; 
9 Tellme why need you? 
85 Stay with your Wowlki, ſtay? 
he : 


1 
Cold moons are now coming in; 
Ah don't go grieve me! 
I'll wrap you in leopard's ſkin ; 
White man, don't leave me. 
And when all the ſky is blue, 
Sun makes warm weather, 
P'll catch you 2 Cockatoos 
| _ Dreſs yowan feather. 
When cold comes, or when 'tis hot, 


Ah don't gogrieve me! 
Poor Wowſki will be forgot 


Waite man, don't leave me ! 


CCLXXVI. 


Farr now the breeze is blowing 
As yon ſhip at an anchor rides, 
Sullen, waves, inceſſant flowing, 
Rudely daſh againſt the fides: 
So my heart, its courſe impeded, 
| Beats in my preturbed breaſt ; 
* Doubts, like waves by waves lucceeded,. 
Riſe, and fall deny 3 it reſt. | 


— 


. 


CCLAXVIL. . 
Tune, Since tis vain to think . frying, 


M aks wou'd oft, his conqueſts over, 
To the Cyprian Goddeſs yield; Ws 
Venus gloried in a lover, 
Who, like him, cou'd brave the feld. 
Mars wou'd oft, &c. 


6 


( 172. ) 
In the cauſe of battles hearty, _ 


Still the God wou'd ſtrive to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, 
Fitteſt was to meet his love. 


Mars wou'd oft, &c, 


Hear then, Captains, ye who bluſt 


Hear the God of War declare, 
Cowards never can paſs-muſter, | 
Courage only wins the fair. j 
_ Mars woud oft, &c. N 
E ; 
W HY ſhou'd I vain fears diſcover, q 
. » Prove, a dying, ſighing ſwain ? | 
Why turn ſhilly-ſhally lover, | 
Only to prolong my pain? N 
When we woo the dear enſlaver, 1 
Boldly ak and ſhe will grant; 4 
How ſhould we obtain a favour, 5 
But by telling what we want? . 
Should the nymph be found complying. y 


| Nearly then the battle s won; 9 
Parents think tis vain denying, 1 
When half e our work! is Rok done. 
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ara when we welke d atone, 
And heard ſo gru#.1 the lion growl, 

And when the moon ſo bright it ſhone, 
Ne ay 8 the wolf look up and howl ; 


I led 


1 


I led you well, ſafe to our cell. 
| * While tremblingly 
You ſaid to me, 
And kifs'd ſo ſweet---dear Wowſki tell, 


nnn, 


But now you come W che fo 

And tell me here no monſters roar; 
You'll walk alone, and leave poor me, | 

When wolves to fright you howl no more. 
But, ah, think well on our old cell, 

Where tremblingly 
You kiſs'd poor me, 

Perhaps you'll ſay---dear Wowſki tell, 


How can I TE ye? 


CCLXXX. 
Ou grotto was the ſiveeteſt place! 
The bending bows, with fragrance blowing, 


Wou'd check the brookꝰ's irapetuous pace, 


Which murmur'd to be ſtopt from flowing. - 
„Twas there we met, and g2z'd our fill; 3 
Ah! think on this, and love me ſtill. 


Twas then my boſom ſirſt knew fear, 
Fear to an Indian maid a ſtranger; 
The war ſong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger. 
For him did cares my boſom fill; 
Ah! think on this, and love me ill. 


3 For 


5 

For him by day with care concea bd. 
* To bring him food I climb'd the mountain; 

And when the night no form reveal'd, 

loeund we ſought the bubbling fountain. 
Then, then wou'd joy my boſom fill, 

Ah! think on this, and love me ftill. . 


% 
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A CLERK I was in London gay. 
Jemmy linkum feedle, 

And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 

I march'd the lobby, twirl'd my ſtick, 

Diddle, daddle, deedle,; 

The girls all cry d, © ſmoke his tail!” 

Oh Jemmy linkum feedle. 


| Hey for America I fail, 
Yankee doodle ene; „ | 
The ſailor boys cry'd, < He's quite the kick!“ 
Jemmy linkum feedle. | 
On Engliſh belles I turn'd my back, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle; 
And got a foreign fair, quite black, 
Oh twaddle, twaddle tweedle! 


_— 


Your London Girls, with roguiſh trip, 
/  Wheedle, wheedle, wheedle, 
Boaſt their pouting under-lip, 
A Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 3 


(W 
My wows would beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 


| Whole upper lip pouts twice as mach, 
O pretty double wheedle ! 


Rings T'll buy to deck her toes, 
ſemmy linkum feedle; - 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving ſidle feedle. | 
With jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt, 

 Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a ? 
A while Othello, I can truſt 

A dingy Deſdemona. 


** 


1 Ce. 
COME let us dance and fing, | 
While all Barbadoes bells ſhall ring: 
Love ſcrapes the fiddle-ſtring, 

And Venus plays the lute ; 
Hymen gay, foots away, 
Happy at our wedding day, 
Cocks his chin, and figures in, 

To tabor, fife, and. flute: 

Come let us dance, &c. 


Sidi thus each anxious care 
Is vaniſh'd into empty air, 
Ah! how can I forbear 
| To join the jocund dance ? 
To and fro, couples and go, 
On the light fantaſtic toe, 
While with glee, merrily, 
The roſy hours advance. | 
Come let us gen 4 


. 
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When firſt the ſwelling ſea 

©  Hither bore my love and me, 

What then my fate would be, 
L.iittle did I think--- 
'Tho? taught to know 
Care and woe, 
Happy till is Yarico: 
Since her love | 
Will conſtant prove, ; 

And nobly ſcorns to fuulak:. | 
Come let us dance, e. 


*Sbobs now I'm fix'd for life, 
My fortune's fair, tho? black's my wiſe, 
Who fears domeſtic ſtrife--. . , 

Who Cares now a ſouſe ! | 
Merry cheer my dingy dear _ 
Shall find with her Factotum here; | 
Night and day, I'II friſk and play 
About the houſe, with Wo ws. 

Come let us en c. 


Let Patty ya word, | 
A chambermaid may ſure be heard, 
Sure men are grown abſurd, | 
Thus taking black for white bs 


To hug and kiſs a dingy miſa, 
Will hardly fait an age like this--- - 
Unleſs here ſome friends appear, 


Who like this wedding night. 15 


177) 


The IRISH WIDOW. Garrick. 


CCLXXXIII. 


A WIDOW bewiteb'd with her paſſion, 
Tho” Iriſh, is now quite aſhamed, 
To think that ſhe's ſo out of faſhion, 
To marry and then to be tamed. - 
Tis Love the dear joy, 
That old-faſhion'd boy, 
Has got in my breaſt w'th his quiver ; 
The blind urchin he 
Struck the cuſhlamachree, 
And a huſband ſecures me for ever. 
Ve fair-ones, I hope, will excuſe me, 
Though vulgar, pray do not abuſe me; 
I cannot become a fine lad, 
O love has bewitch'd Widow Brady | 
Ye crities, to murder fo willing, 
Pray ſee all our errors with blindneſs ; 
| T or once change your method of killing, 
And kill a fond Widow with kindneſs. 
If you look ſo ſevere, 


In a fit of deſpair, 


* 


c 3 


Again I ſhall draw forth my fleel, Sirs; 
You know I've the art 
To be twice through your heart, 
Before I can make you to feel, Sirs. 
Brother ſoldiers, I hope you'll prote& me, 
Nor let cruel critics diſſect me; 
To favour my cauſe bs. but ready, 
And grateful you'll find Widow Brady. 


Ye leaders of dreſs and of faſhion, 
Who gallop poſt haſte to your ruin, 
Whoſe taſte has deſtroy'd all your paſſion, 
Pray what do you think of my wooing > 
You'll call it damn'd low, 
Your head and arms fo, 
So liſtleſs, fo looſe, and fo lazy, 
But what, pray, can you | 
That I cannot do? 

O tel my dear creatures. be. eaſy. 
Ve patriots and courtiers ſo hearty, 
To ſpeech it, and vote for your party, 
For once be both conſtant and fteady, 

And grateful you'll find Widow . | 


To all that I ſee here before me,; 
The bottom, the top, and the middle, 

For muſic I now muſt implore Yeu” 

No wedding without pipe and kale. 

. If all are in tune, | 

Pray let it be ſoon, 


My heart in my boſom is p prancing ; 
If your hands ſhould unite 
Jo give us delight, | 
Oh | that's the beſt piping 1 dndiding. · 


Vour 


6 
Vour plaudits to me are a treaſure, 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for a Lady; 


Oh! joy to you all in full meaſure! 
80 wiſhes and prays Widow Brady. 


z 
- 
- 
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e JUBILES. Garrick.” 


— 


5 CCLXXXIV. 


| LET Beauty with the fun ariſe, 
To Shakeſpeare tribute pay, 
With heavenly ſmiles and ſpeaking eyes, 
Give luſtre to the dax. 
Each ſmile ſhe give protects his name, 
What face ſhall dare to frown ? 
Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, 
Which Beauty deigns to crown. 


4 4 
1 þ 3 * 5 
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ag] E Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes; 
See what at our Jubilee paſſes, 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
For the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhire lad, | 


4.200. ) 


* 
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- Warwickſhire — — 
All be glad, 
For the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar d 


For the bard of all bards, was a Warwickſhire bard, 


Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 


For the hard of allbards, was « Warvickthirebard, 


Bach ſhire has its different pleaſures, . 
Each ſhire has its different treaſures, 
But to rare Warwickſhire, all muſt 8 
For a wit of all wit's, was a Warwickſhire wit, 
Warwickſhire wy, 2 
0 How he writ! | 
For the wit of all wits, wasa Warwickſhire wit. 


— 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 


And half a ſcore more we take pride in, 


Of famous Will Congreve, we boaſt too the kill 


But the Will of all Wills, was a Warwickſhire Will. x 
Warwickſhire Will, e 
Matchleſs ſtill, | 


| 735 Gs Will of — a Warwickſhire will 


Our 


681 00 

Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman, 
Their ſwans are all geeſe, to the Avon's ſweet wan, 


And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man, 
Warwickſhire man, 


Avon's ſwan, 


And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man. 


As ven' ſon 1s very inviting, 
Jo ſteal it our bard took delight in 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
And the wag of all wags, was a Warwiekſhire wag, 
2 : Warwickſhire wag, | 
s Ever brag, : 
Fc or the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire wag, 


*2 - wa rn 
> , 


There never was ſeen fach a creature, | 

Of all ſhe was worth, he robb'd nature; | 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her 1 
And the thief of all thieves, was Warwickſhire thief, | 


Warwickſhire chief, ; 

He's the chief, | 

For the chiefof alltlieyes, was a Warwickſhire thief 4 
2 — | 
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| Taz hs of all nature was freer Will O, 
The pride of all nature, xc. 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladdened the plains, 
None ever was like to ſweet Willy on 
Vor. I. | R 


(2 a 


He ſung it ſo rarely the ſweet Willy O, 
He melted each maid, 

5 So ſkilful he played, 

No ſhepherd cer pip'd like the Meet Willy o. 


All nature obeyed him, this n O, 
Wherever he came, 
Whatever had a name, | 
Whenever he {ung followed ſweet Willy o. 


He wou'd be a ſoldier, this fiveet Willy O. 
| When armed in the field, 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
Thelaurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd *em when living, the ſweet Willy O. 

And when Willy dy d, a 
was Nature that figh'd, | 
To part with her all in the e Willy O. 


85 clxxxVII. 4 75 > 
"AO this fair gobblet, tas cary'd flow. 
' the tree, 
Which, O myſweet A was planted by 
_— | 
As a relick J kiſs'd it, and have at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine, 
All ſhall yield to the 3 Cs, 
Bend to thee, 5 
Bleſt Mulberry, . 
| Matchleſs was he, 
Who planted thee, 


| Aud hen kth immoral ale. 


— 
— 
ws 
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Yeu trees 3 of 5 foreſt, fo 3 © Sha 


Who ſpread round their branches, whoſe hnade” 
1 weeps the fk, . 

ve curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 

To root out the natives at prices ſo dear, 


All ſhail yield to the Mulberry tree, & c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſery*donce our king, and will always our coaſt, 
But of fir we make ſhips, we have thouſands that 
* | 
While one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can 
write 


All ſhall yield to to the Mabery ve &. 
Let Venus delight i in gay myrtle Powers; 


Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in 2 0 | 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and faireſt of fruit, ] 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry tree, & — 7 
With learning and knowledge the well - letter d 


5 . 
Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church, 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we ſind, 
And he gives the beſt phyſick for body and wind. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry tree, &c. 


The fame of the Patron giver fung vo the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree z 
Let Phebus and Bacchus their glories reſign, 
Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine, 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry tree, &c. 


1 b Ra The 


684) 


The genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey» 
So the tree that he planted, by making his own. 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine all in one, 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry tree, &c. 


Then each take a relick of this hallowed tree, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be, 
Fill, fill, to the planter, the cup to the brim, 
To honour the country, do honour to him, 
All ſhall yield tothe * tree, 

Bend to thee, 

Bleſt Mulberry, 

Matchleſs was he, 

Who planted thee, . 
| And hou lie in immoral hen.. . 8377 


A 


— — | 


' CCLXXXVIL. 


Pins is the day, a holiday! a holiday * 
Drive ſpleen and rancour far away, 
TPhis is a day, a holiday! a holiday! 

Drive care and ſorrow far dway. 


Here nature nurs'd her darling boy, 
From whom all care and forrow fly, 
Whoſe harp the muſes ſtrung : 
From heart to heart let joy rebound, 
Now, now, we tread enchanted ground, 


Hur ee walk'd "OY * 


( ) 


* The JOFTAL . 


Re 


; CCLXXXIR... N cbr ds 
Tune, Tiras merry Men of Kent. 


AND he dat will not merry, merry be, 
With a pretty girl in a bed, 
I wiſh he was laid in our church-yard, J 
: | With a tomb- ſtone over his head. 
ö | He, if he could, to be merry, merry there; 
Ss PI We, to be merry, merry here, 
Fer who does know, where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year, 
Brave boys! to be merry another year. 


cexc. b 
Tune, There Ives: a Laſs upon the Greens 
Ar Night by Moon- light on the Plain, N 


With rapture, how I've ſeen, 
Attended by her harmleſs train, Wh 
The little Fairy Queen: N 
| Her midnight revels ſweetly keep a 
While mortals are involved in ſleep; 
8 tript 1t 0'er the green. 


=*$. - 
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| 
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And where they danc'd their cheerful round, 
The morning would diſclofe, © 
For where their nimble feet do bound, | : ; 
E Each flow*runbidden grows: | 
* The daiſy (fair as maids in May), 
— The Cowiſlip, in his gold array, 
And bluſhing violet roſe. 


5 


1 l Roger en { | | 
THE mind of « Women can never be known, | 
Vou never can gueſs it aright: 
TI tell you the reaſon---ſhe knows not her own. 
I.t changes ſo often ere — 5 
Twould puzzle Apollo, 
Her whimſies to follow, 
His oracle wou'd be a jeſt; 
E- She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
E Then quickly you'll find, 8 5 
wen change win che Wind. 
Aud oſten abuſez N : +4 55g 
* The Man that ſhe chuſes, 1 
3 And what the 3 OT 1 COS 


| 8 . $625 * 
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CCXCIL. | 
; Tune, There was a pretty Laß, and a Tenant. : 
Cons hither pretty maid, with a black rolling; 
, 8 eye, : 
What a look was there! does al my ſenſes a 
Come hither, pretty dear, for I ſwear I long to 
e 
. A little, little love, which will do thee WY na 
| ; e harm, * 
| That air, that grace, 
| | Thatlovely milk white ſkin! f : 
hl which ſhall I embrace? N 
Oh! where ſhall I begin? 1 
For if I ſtay 
I both of them muſt woo ; 
I had better run away, 
Than deal at once with. two. 


£2 


| | cexcnn, | —_ 9 \ | 
I made love to Kate, long I agbed & for ſlie;- - 
ill I heard of late ſhe had a mind tome, 
I met ber on the green in her beſt array. 
So pretty ſhe did: ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; 
Othen we kiſs d and preſs d were we much to blame, 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the. 


Cn? 
. I fonder grew ſhe began'to prate, | 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate 3 
But then I laugh'd and ſwore, I lov'd her more 
than ſo, | 


For tied each to a rope s end tig tugging too 
and fro: 


Again we kiſe d and preſs d, were we much to blame, 

Had you been in my place, or 'd "=__ done the 
fame. * 

Then ſhe ſigh'd and ſaid, ſhe was n fick, 

Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick, 

Long we toy'd and play d under yonder oak, 

Katy loſt the game, though ſheplay'd in.joks! 

For there we did alas! what LI dare not name, 
n been in my place, you'd have done the 


-—ecxarv. 
Tune, T here was a Pew Blade 


Fax greateſt fall in life, 
For avoiding noiſe and ſtrife, j 
Is to know when a man ſhou'd he dumb, dumb, 
dumb. ; 
When a knave to gain his * | 
- Gifts you to betray your friend, 
r anfwer be only, mum, mum, mum. 


42 - Wou'd 


Wou' d you try to perſuade 
A pretty, pretty maid,. 


As ripe as a peach, or a plumb, plumb, plum ? 


You've nothing more to do, 
But to ſwear you will be true, _ 
— then you may kiſs but----mum, mum, mum. 


— 


yu 


ccxcv. 
Tune, There vas an old Woman. 
HART. 


Turkr was a maid, and ſhe went te hs mill, 


Sing trolly, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo, 
The mill turn'd round,. but the maid ſtood ills 
CLACK, 


Oh ho, did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſo? 


a ___ UganrTy. 
The Miller he Kiſe'd her, away ſhe went; 


"Bu maid was well pleas'd, and the miller contents 


_ CLACK., 
Oh ho! was he ſo, &c. 


a Hz ART r. 
He danc'd and he ſung while the mill went clacks 
Sing trolly, &c. - 
And he cheriſh'd his heart with a cup of old 6. 


b CLACK, 
Oh bs did he ſo, &c. 


| 
2M 
| 

| 

; 4 


5 the 1 


The ISLAND of ST.MARGUERITTE. S. un 


— cc _ 
TIERE flood poor Jonas at the window, 
All in e e e | 


Says I, who's that below ? 

What do you want, good fiſherman 'F 

Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed it is no fin, - 

Open the window, love, and let poor Jonas in | 
No, maſter Jonas n- 


ITY 
> 


Ns, maſter Jonas-- ⁰— ö 
No fiſherman. 5 
Well, quoth Jonas, en I vo w. 


Marching off in a huff, with a pouting oh, . 
Then tis time to make my bow=-. 7 
The ſooner the better, good 3 : 
| Yet, Mrs. Nanette, one word ere — n 
Won't you Rop-—-well, e, 1 1 15 youll 
receive mel! | 3 
No, maſter 3 n 
No, maſter Jonas . -- 
No fiths . 


' aw} 


* 


«+ 
* 
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Fas 


___CCXCVIE 


FroMtreary dreams, I wake to wee, 
And all around, 
Where'er I turn my anguiſh'd ear, 
| Where'er mine anguiſh'd eye-balls roll. 
In their varied ſhapes of fear, 
The viſion'd horrors haunt my ſoul, 


But ah, methought acroſs the — 
A lovely ray 
Of light angelic ſeem'd to play . 
T was Carline's form that bleſs d my fight, 
And bade a cheering beam of hope, 
A cheering beam of hape my In 


Oh, wretched, wretched doom! 
Is this my regal chair? 
This dungeon all the wide domain, 
O'er which I hop*d ene day to reign ? 
Yet hope, ſweet hope, the wretch's friend, . 
Delights to cheer the prifon gloom, _ 
And here, e en here, forbids deſpair. 


CCXCVHE 

OH dear, oh dear, no hopes for Jonas, 
Alas ! thou light in vain, poor Jonas, 
Nannette s hard heart doth Jonas bare; 
Ah, thank thyſelf for thy fate, * 
Ab, curſe on thy logger pate: 


£4 <w- 7 "_—_ 7 


1 


r « 
** F OLA "= wms Wipe x * 


E 
IF, 


Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler, 


Thou need'ſt the patience. of an angler 3 ; 
With rod and line, to wait, and wait, 
Ah, Nannette never will be thy mate, 


( 


No, ſhe's too cunning to bite at thy bait. 


Ah, Jonas; Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee 
"Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his A, B, C. 


I've learn'd to ſpear or tickle: a tout, 
But, alas! in love, Pm but a lout ; 


An oyſter crofs'd in love may be, 


Ah, tis all in vain I ſee, 


Ah, Nannette is not for me. 
Cou'd I but catch her in my net, 


I'd teach the haughty Miſs Nannette, 


No more to call me, thou booby, 
Ah, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, - 2 5 
*Cauſe M's * A, B, 0. _— 


* 


LOVE IN A VILLAGE. Bickefaf. 
C XX. 
Tune, Let ambition, Ic. 


Ros ET TA. RET 


» * 


Hops, thou nurſe of y yomgdeie, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 

Painted vapor, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet, that ne er « can cloy. 


LVcINS DA. 


 Lvciny 1 
Hope thou earneſt of delight, | 
. - Softeſt ſoother of the mind; 


Balmy cordial; proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Born. 


Kind deceiver,. flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures aupollct ; 3 
With thy dreams my fancy fill 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 
e vs $54. N 


” 
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Tune, 2 beautiful, &c. 


My heart's my own, my will is 55 
And ſo ſhall be my voice; | 
No mortal man ſhall wed within TY 142 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obe: 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 5 
Againſt * e 


ee =D 

OH! bad. I been by fate decreed. | 
Some humble cattage ſwain ; h 

In fair Roſetta's fight to feed, 1 pig 
My ſheep upon me _ 7: 

vor. . 8 


( 94) 
What blis had I beep born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know : . 


Ye envious pow'rs l why have you plac'd 
| 3 lot 2 r 


GENTLE youth, ah, tell me why 
Still ye force me thus to fly ; 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
To my heart its cafe reſtore, 
Go, and never fog me more, 


— — es. os... 


coll. 


Srul in hope to get as: 
Of my ſtubborn flame T try! 
Swans this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath. den. 
Now prepar' d with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs — ſlave. 


cccrv. : 
| Tune; A ileal > bunting. 

THERE: was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dees | | 


N He work'd and ſung, from morn ill night, 
| m N 


* 1 
% 
_ 
q 
* 
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cw) 
And this the burthen of his boat 
For ever us'd to be; 
I care for nobody, no not I, 
* no one cares for n me. 


* 7 WP '* 
* 1 2 * r' IR 


del 
Tune, From the eaft breaks the mori 


LET gay ones and great, 

Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 

Well, who cares ajot, EE 

IL envy them not, 

Wuile I have my dog and my gun. | 

For exercile; air, | 

To the fields I repair, wo 
With ſpirits uncloudet ani lights 

The bliſſes I find, -_ 

No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and arenen . 


7 4 4 * 1 o 


CCCVI. 


Wer, well, ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before, 
I know the full length of my teather 3 
Do you think I'm a fool, „ 
That I need go to ſchool ? | 
I can ſpell Oe put you together. | 
8 2 e 


A 0 | 


196 } 


A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffice, 


Adſniggers go talk to 1 Parrot 3 
I'm not ſuch an elf, : 


2 


But I know OO 


5 N 5 
+ of 


ecevi. . 
Tane, Din creature of all natures 


CUPID god of ſoftperſuation, , - 
Take the helpleſs lover's part; 
Seine oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion, 
To reward a faithful heart. 
Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 5 
Who the body would enthral; 


' 'Tyrants of more cruel kind, 


Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. l 5 5 A 4; 
What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; * 9 8 7 
Childiſh mummery at SE: 
Happy I in humble ftate, i pee 3 
Catch, ye —— W * | 


Tone, 0 che broom &e, 2 71 47 
How! happy were my days fl . 
I neꝰ er did ſorrow feel; 


I 10ſe with joy to milk my cow, he. 9 
Or take my fpinnipg » whe el. 


(ww). 


My keart was lighter than ally, 

Like any bird I ſung, © 
Till he pretended love, and! 
Oh the fool, the filly, filly fool, 

Wbo truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
| Andi in oy 6 


4 


c 
Wix Lfolow/d «laſs that was 4 5 ward, a 


ſhy, 
| Oh! I fluckto-her ſtuff till I made her a 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, | 
And I ſmack'd her lips and I held her faſt : 
When hugg'd and haul'd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd ; : 
But tho' ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, | 
Vet 1 pours her ſo well, that ſhe 5275 en 2 1 
Whiſking, friſking, Wy 5 57 | 
Green was her gown upon the ant 2 
Ohl ſuch were the joys of our dancing daya. 


How bleſy'debe-maid, whoſe cs.” 
„ head-ſtrong paſſion knows ; 
Her days in joy ſhe paſles, 
Her nights in calm repoſe. 


1 Where 


6 198 5 
Where e'er her fancy leads her 
No pain, no fear debe. 
"But pleaſurre IT 
Without meaſure, 1 
From ev'ry object fows. 


. — 
3; A 7 


Ti, — 

IN vain I every art aſſay, 

To pluck the venon'd ſhaft a way, ; 
That wrankles in my heart; 

Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, 3 


My efforts but enlarge the wound. 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


f — 
— ond _ E 7 
* — 
„ . 


1 vr 


01 HOW I ban! language weak: 
My ardent paſſion tell! _ _ 

Or form my falt'ring tongue ere. 1 
That e farewell! 81 0 


Farewell but — tho” thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: 

So where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt * my charmer lr. , 


, Fd 
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"conn... 
Wou'dyou hurt a harmleſs maid ? 2 


Lead an innocent aſtray ? | 
| Tempt me not, Kind Sir, I pray. | 


Men too often we 8 3 

And ſhould you my faith deceiveʒ 
Ruin firſt and then forſake; Arman 

80 my tender hear wouldhreak,. 2, 


_ CCCXIV:: 


Ooxs! ! n ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
8 Poms, anon 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to Kiſs 7” 


The greateſt and graveſt---a truce with grimace: 
Would do the ſame 22 Where ene in the ſame. 


place. HH \ 22 
No age, no profeſſion, no gation 18 We EY 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee; 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
We all love a pretty girl under the roſe. 


233 


cccxv. 70 


My Dolly was the faireſt Hing 
Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring; E 
And if for ſummer you wou d ſeek,. * # 
Twas IN in her eye, her cheek. 

< Her | 


1 \ 1313 AF . 
94 
. © 


* 


* A , 
* * 


| Her ſwelling haſta tempting ripe, 


Of fruitful autumn was the type :: 
But, when my tender tale I. told, 
I found her heart was winter cold... 


. . * ; * : . 2 
x * } 
. ; 7 : 1 * 


oc 1. 


Was ever poor fallow 1 Magus wikis a'vixin'? 


Zawns | — CHAIN nb mind 
; what I ſays 


Youv'e choſe a. wrong: perfor-for playing your: 
tricks on. 


pang io ante ering ay 
= Loud better be quiet. 
And not breed a riot; 


n ng I eee here al 


On: SE. eig 


Na u ma n 
But typ you may ou'll find 
eee 


cccrvn. 


C RAGE. gay nene pride w ebe. 
In triumphs o'er the fair; 

Since clowns as well can act the rakes. 
As bees r n 


34 


4 * 
5 7 
Where 
. 


6 201 ) 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs-beauty go; 

In ev'ry rank, inev'ry ftate. 

Por woman finds a foe! 


 Ccexvill.. | 


SINCE Hodge proves ungrateful, n no farther 
Pl ſeek, 

But go up to town in the waggon next week; 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And regiſter's office will get mea place: 


Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met wht 
friend, 

Folks ſay in her ſilks ſhe's now kundig menks. 

Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue 

And better m4 fortune as other girls do. | 


oy 5 1 | CCCXIX.. = AT 
I N love mond a meet a "ok * 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art; | 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
. Whoſe words are the exceſs of che heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight, ae „ 
On this fide the ſtars can be found, 
*Tis ſure when, that cquple unite, 


And Sin by Hymen i is crown'd. 


_ CCCXX. 


* 3 4 ; 4 ; - 


WII, come, . us hear what the Ruin 

muſt poſſeſs 

Who may — at your feet to implore with ſuc- 
cels ? | 

Lucix. He muſt be firſt of all, . 

Ross. Straight, comely, and tall: 1 N 

Lvcin. Neither awkward, | 

Ross. Nor fooliſh ; 

Lvucin.. Nor an. 


ns —— 


Hawes, Wha ante deere: 
Lvucis, All bluſter and wounds! 
Hawr n. What chink'ſt of ſquire 2 
Ross. To be leſt for his hounds. 


2 The youth that is form'd to my mind 
—_ 


Muſt be gentle, obliging and kind 
Of all things in nature love me, 
FE. Have ſenſe both to ſpeak. and ſee, 
Bos. J vet ſometimes be filent and blind. 
Hawrn, Fore George a moſt rare matrimo- 
nial receipt. 
Ross. Obſerve it ye fair, in the chokes 2 a. 
mate; 
Lucix. e 'tis- wedlock determines 
your fats. 


—_ __ ECOXRL. 


— 


cccxxl. 


Tus world's x welt furniſhed table, 
Where gueſts are promiſcouſly ſet, 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 15 


My ſimile holds to a tittle, 5 2 
Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have a tate 
ut if J am content with — | 

Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


— 


at 


3 


c .QAuõ-. | 


Tas traveller benighted, 
And led thro* weary ways; 
The lamp of day new lighted, - - | 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. AF 
The riſing proſpects viewing, 
Each look Is forward caſt; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


„ 0 1 r 


| CCOxxmL.. . 

A PLAGUE of thoſe wenches, they make. 
—_— a pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have lis will: 
| They” re "_ a a” for e or other 


| <« 204 ). 

And cry he's unkind in his carriage: 
What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne'er fo fairly, 3 
Still they keep teazing, g 8 
; You cannot perſuade * em. 


| Til} promiſe you've made em; 72 
7 Addl aſter they've got ut, . | 
u---add rot! 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, un- 


done 
And then, to be fare: Sir, 
| There is but-one cure, Sir. 155 5 
And all their diſeourſe is of marriage. 


CCC XXIV. : | 
How much ſuperior beauty awer, "6s 26 | / 


. 


The coldeſt boſoms find : Do 


5 


But with refiftleſs force it 8 1 

To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join d. 

Ihe caſket, where, to outward ſhow, 
The Workman's art is ſeen, __ 
Is doubly valu'd when we know) 

It holds a gem within. 


— — 


n 


Tune, When o went down, | 
Ir erer Lm caich'd in thoſe regions of cke. 


That ſeat of confuſion and noiſd, 66 
May I ne'er Know- che — e 
broke, 8 

d che country enjoys 


Nay 
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Nay, more, let tiem take me, to puniſh my fin, 


Where-gaping the Cockney's they fleece; 
Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters 


_ walk jp: 
And ſhew 1 me for e a piece. 


„ 


1 << <4 2 - 
. c o 
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| o. 


Go. ENTER man J can't hide you: 


Are then your vows 10 ſoon forgot ? 
Ah! now I ſee if I had try'& you ; S_ 
What would have been my hopeful lot. 


But here I charge you---Make them happy! 


Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs: 


| Come be a dear and good- -natur'd PAPPY 3. 


An Toward you Cl a Kis. 


x « 
SSIS Is 
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COCXXVIL. 
Hexcs with cares, complaints and from: 


1:5. 0 
Welcome jolity Ef joy; 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ ; 


* 


. Let's to friendſhip do our du:: 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain; on 
1 Drink a health to love and beauty, 


May they long in * reign. 4 apts 


1 


8 Tors 
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4 J 1 5 ; 
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LOVE in a CAMP,---O' Keefe. 
© CCCXXVIUT. 

3 Dans votre lit that bright paxterre,. 

a Should Flora bloom a lily fair, | 

4 A ſmiling jonquil I cou'd be © 

J | To blow ſweet fow'r beſide of thee, 3 

| Dans votre lit. 
1 or nodding on the — buſh, © 
'Y You droop to hide the roſe's blu; 
* The leafy umbrage make ofme,  * 
. And in this breaft Fr ſhelter'd be. 8 
'$ | Dans votre lit. 


When 3 fow'r that paints the ground 
Throws ſmiles and odours all around, 


f | Sweet flow'r I'll prove thy faithful bee, | 
F | * * from none but the. 

F Dans votre lit, 

1 | CCCxxIX.. 10 

F 111 fig) you a fong ; but! Yo fnging it nom 

|. her E 

; I don't mean t front either ſmall 0 or big bow wow 

5 ae, 


5 N 5 
: © 
2 — 
8 4 ” — 1 by * N 
* 5 T % 4 A 9 
* 4 


E 
The ſubject I have choſen, it is the canine race, 
To prove like us, two legg'd dogs, they're a ve- 


ry fine race. 
Bow, wow, wow. -F al, lal, Me; 


Like you and ba other dogs may be counted ſad 


As we won't drink water, ſome might think us 
. * x. +... mad dags-: 
| A Courtieris a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog, 
A Soldier: is a maſtiff, a Sailor's a bull-dog. 

Bow, wow, wow, Fal, lal, Ia. 


When ſilly dogs for property, uncle, ſon, and 
brother, 

Grin and ſnarl mighty gruff, and worry ony. 
„ | 

Shou'd they a bit of equity from Juſtice beg the 

. . ... . loan of, ; 

That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick 

dhe bone off. 


An old maid comes from church, to che poor 26 

lady kinder? | 

A luſt dog her footman, with prayer-book, be- 

„„ Mi 

A poor boy aſks a farthing, and gets plenty 66 
good kicking, 

But little Shock, her lap-dog, muſt bay a roaſted 
chicken. | 


Yn wow, vk 1 lal, la, | 


1 2 A Poet's 


Bow, wow, wow,---Fal, lal, la. ; 3 
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. A reer 4 ank gnvyhound, for the public hs 
* Critic is a cur that "Ri 0 run * fame 


= And though he cannot ; allow where the noble 


port invites him, WY L 
He Iyly ſteals and d by the * he bires 
| mn: 


+ 


* Wow, ber- al, lal, 1a. 


k * . * i 
4 x ; | 
N | 


You're | a {kein * pe friends, wits 14 
| em you are able, 
Tate al W 
1 table, 7 
5 Thur Finns turn tail i” mirfottund er diſaſter; | 
But your poor faithful dog will: ne'er ſorſake his 


RN: po Bow, wow, wow,---Pal, la, la. 


Hs your friends. turn tail the moment that you 


need em, 
My dog ran . when * ee I cou'd feed | 
him, 


The cur; ſo aograteful forſook, me on my jour: 
ney, | f 

And for a mouldy 2 8 * : 
" 25 


BD wow, a, ml, lal, tie 
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LETHE. Garrick. 


c xxx. ] 


VE mortals whonk fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities 1 vex; 
Whole lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt ; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep, of the Ronan and forget all your : 
care. 


0¹⁴ ad ſhall "IIS 3 they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover, they cannot regain; - 
 Therake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd ; 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day. 

? Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, = 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
Care. 


7 OY TOs Sud +. et. ai Gat 2% 4-0 
7 2 
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EC CXXXL... 


N THE card i invites, in crowds we fly 
To join the jovial four, fall cry; 


What joy from cares and plagues all dar- 


And hie to the Midnight Hark-away ! 


Not want, nor pain, nor grief, nor ere, 


Nor droniſh hufbands enter there ; 
The briſk, the bold, the youny, the gay, 


Alt bie to dne Midnight Hark-away. 1350 


VUncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, . 
And drowſy wa watchinen idly Knock; 8 
Til daylight pecps, we po and Wp. 
And roar to the jolly Hark-away.. 


Weben tird with ſport to bed we eres; 


And kill the teGious-day with Heep; 
To-merrow*'s welcome call 'obey, 


2 — —— 


oi 


* > 


LIONEL 


247% 
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LIONEL and CLARISSA. Bickerflaf. 
. 
To tell ydu the truths. 


In the days of my youth, 11 
As mirth and nature bid. v4 
u A iu 

And Lords laß, 9 203 90% Butt GN 

And I Blas — . 


But how Iam old, 28:57 
wich grief bet told, 
Ima thoſe freaks . 9 | 
At foxty-threg,.” = 5 27 05 23% 
Twixt you and me, n 240 
Aman grows work for wee. — 
— ; 


' CCOXXXMI. 


ZoUND 8, Sir! then Pl tell you without 5 jel; 
The thing of all things, which J hate and deteſt ; ; 
A coxcomb, a fop; 
A dainty milk-ſop; 
Who, effenc'l and dizewl from bottom: 
Looks jufttike a doll for © milliner's 06-00 
Ang Full of prate 
And pride 2 
All faſhion no weight; 


(2129) 


Who ſhrugs and takes ſnuff; 
And carries a muff; 
A mipikin, | 
- Finikir een ee 
eee 
And now, Sir, I owt: Pve * ”- enough. 


* : 4 1 
2 — 


CCCXXXIV. 


WE all ſay the man was exceedingly Shae, 
And knowing moſt ſurel y was he, 

Who found out the cauſe of the. ebbing and flowing, 
'The flux and reflux of the ſea. _ 


Nor was hein knowledge far from i 3 
Who firſt mark d the courſe of a comet; 
To what it was wing. 

| Its coming and going, =O 
Its wandering hither and thither ; "Jp 
But the man that divines. 5 
A Lady's deſigns, l 15 
Their cauſe or effect, 
In any reſpect, EY 5 £2 
3 * than bot put together. 2818 _ 


- — 


A raſcal, a 3 he that I counted 
In temper ſo mild, fo unpraQtiſed i in evil: : 

I ſet her a horſeback, and no ſooner mounted, 
Than crack, whip, and ſpur, ſhe rides poſt to the 
| T. ̃ acid) Ib 


* 2 5 . R But 
oy 


. 
— 


„ 
nut there let her fit 1 
Be ruin'd, undones | 


4 


If I go to catch her.. 
Or back again feteh hers, . 
I'm worſe chan the ſort of a gan. 4 i); 


A miſchief poſſeſſed me to marry, | 
And further my folly to carry. 
To be ſtill more a ſot, 


Sons and daughters I got. | 
And ny! ones by the n Hirep: 10 | | 


51 


1 
— — — 
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— — 


| ecormav.. | 
Lion. Cont then, allye ROeR, b 


Shed your influence o'er us, 
Crown with, bliſs the preſent hours, 
And lighten thoſe before us, 
May the juſt, the gen'rous kind. 
Still ſee that you regard m 
And Lionels for ever . nd 
i s to reward dem. | 


r 
8 
2 


Can. Love, thy godhead, I * 
Source of ſacred paſſion, 


But will never bow before 
Thoſe idols, wealth, or faſhions. 
May, like me, each maiden wiſe, 
From the fop defend her; 
Learning, ſenſe, and virtue prize,, 


And ſcorn the Vain vretender, 


6 


Han. Why the plague ſhould men be ſad; 
While in time we moulder; 

Grave, or gay, orvex'd, or glad, 
We ev'ry day grow older. 

Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, $\ 
Joy will quickly find us; 

Drink and laugh, and dance and fing, | 
And caſtour cares behind Us. 


Dix. How ſhall I eſcape---ſo. naught,.. 

On fillial laws to trample: 
_ THI &en curtſey, own my fault, 

And plead papa's example. 
Parents tis a hint to you, 

Children oft are ſhameleſs ; 
Oſt tranſgreſs---the thing's too true g 

But are you always blameleſs ? 


OL vp One word before we go | 
Girls and boys have patience ; 
You to friends muſt ſomething owe, 
As well as to relations, ZM! 
Theſe kind gentlemen addreſs--- . 
What though we forgave em,. 
Still they muſt be loſt, unleſs _ 
Youlend a hand tp ſave em. 


MAD Git. 


o ο xXx XVII. 


WoULD women do as I do, 
With ſpirit ſcorn dejection, 
The men no arts could fly to, | 
'They'd keep em in ſubjection: 
But if we ſigh or ſimper, 
The love- ſick farce is over, 
They'Il bring us ſoon to whimper, 
And then good b the lover. 


Would women do as I do, | 
No knaves or fools could cheat em, 
They'd paſſion bid good bye to, 

And trick for trick would meet em: 
| But if we figh or ſimper, „ 
Ihe love-lick farce is over, 

They 'I bring us ſoon to whimper, 
And then good night the lover. 


CCCXXXVIN. 


4 26). 


—— 
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| CCOXXNV! m. 


Wnuar-s A; poor als clown 
To do in the town? 

1 Of freaks and yagaries I'll none; 
1 The folks I ſaw there 

by Two faces did wear, 

An honeſt man ne'er N but one. 


Let others to London go roam, 
1 love my neighbour, PEPE + 
To ſing and to labour, 
To me there's ns 9255 country: and home, 


Nay the ane 1 vou, 
I cannot tell how, - 
Were now wide noxanto aa red | 
Law! how you would ftare, 5 
At their huge crop of hair, e 
*Tis a haycock o'top of their head! 
; Let others, &. 1 95 


Then tis ſo Ainew'd gut, 
And with trinkets about, 


Wich ribbands and ee berweonz 3 


They fo noddle-an 

Juſt like a fore horſe, 55 
With taſſels and bells in a team. 
5 Let others, & c. 
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Then the fops are ſo fine, 
With lank-waſted chine, 
And a little ſkimp bit of a hat; 
Which from ſun, wind, and rain 
Will not ſhelter their brain, | 
'Tho? there's no need to take care of that. 
Let others, Ke. 


Would you theſe creatures ape, 
In looks, and their ſhape, 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go; 
Let him waddle in gait, 
A ſkim- diſh on his pate, 
And he'll look all the world like a beau, 
Let others, &. 


To keep my brains right, 

My bones whole and tight, 
To ſpeak, nor to look, would I dare; 
As they bake they ſhall brew, © 

Old Nick and his crew, | 
At London . Vanity Fair. 
| "om others, &C. 


of CCOXXXIX. = 


VES, I'll give my heart away, _ 
To her will not forſake it; 
Softly, maidens, ſoftly, pray, 8 
Vou muſt not ſnatch, - 
Nor fight nor ſcratch, _ 
But gently, gently take it. TT 
( Ever 


62189) 

Ever conſtant, warm and true, 
The toy is worth the keeping, 
Tis notfpoil'd with faſhions new, 
But full of love, ö 
It will not rove 
The corn is worth the reaping. 


— ——— bo \ 


| Maidens, come, put in your claim, - 
I will not give it blind; 
My heart a lamb, tho” briſk is . 
So let each laſs 
Before me paſs, ; 
Who wins, pray uſe it kindly. 


All have ſuch bewitching eyes, 
| To give to one would wrong ye; 
| | =. In turns to each my fancy — 3 
= So let each fair, | 
| Take equal ſhare, E 
_ I throw. my heart among ye. 


— 


= _ = \ _— — — 2 — 
—— — — — —̃ä ?V— — — — 
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| 0 SPREAD thy rich mantle, ſweet + May, o o'er 

| the ground, 

| Drive the blaſts of keen winter away ; 3 | 

| Let the birds fweetly carol thy flow'rets mile 
| | | | round, 
And let us wirh all nature be gay. 5 
| Let ſpleen, ſpight and envy, r . of the 

mind, | 

Be diſpers'd by the ſunſhine of} joy; 
The pleaſures of Eden had bleſs'd human kind, 

Had no fiend etiter'd there to deſtroy. 


o 
— 
— 
— 
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As May with her ns can warm "a cold 
earth, 
Let each fair with the ſeaton i improve * 


Be widows reſtor' d from mourning to mirth, 
And hard- hearted maids yield to love. 


With the tresſures of ſpring let the <p be 
ED dreſs'd, a | = 
Its joys let the ſeaſon impart ; 


| When rapture ſwells high, and o 'erflowsſrom each 
Preaſt, 


'Tis the May of tho mind and the hear. 


cc xII. 


VoD 2 and young ſwains, if you're cu- 

| rious to know. _ 

What huſbands you'll have, and what wives ; 
From above I can know, what you'll do here be- 
. low, 

And what you have done all your lives: 


Don't 'bluſh and don't fear, 
As I'm old I am wiſe, 
And J read in your eyes 
I muſt whiſper the reſt in your ear. 
If you, a falſe man, ſhould betray a fond maid, 
I'll read what the ftars have decreed ; 
If you, a fond maid, ſhould be ever betray'd, 
You'll be ſorry that page I ſhould read. 
2008 t bluſh and don't fear, &c. 


"2-3 Tf 
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3 youth weds old age, tho' it wallows in =" 
With ſattins, and ſilks, and fine watch; 
Yet when for baſe gold youth and beauty i is ſold, 
The devil alone makes the match. 
Fo Don't bluſh and don't fear, &c. 


If an old man's ſo raſh towed a young wife, 
Or an old woman wed a young man, 
For ſuch huſband and wife, I read danger and 
: 1 © ſtrife, 3 5 
For nature deteſts ſuch a plan. 
Don't bluſh and don't fear, &c. 


bur o. 
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7 DA of PE. 3 nature, 
_ . Glows within this faithful breaſt 
While I gaze on each lov'd feature, 
Love will let me know no reſt, . 


Thus the ewe her lamb careſſing, | 
Patches with a mother's fear, 

While ſne eyes her little bleſſing, 
Thinks the cruel wolf is near. 


I 7 


of C 
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The MAID of the MILL. Bickerftaf. e 


E 9 


' CCCXLIE. | 


WHAT are ontward forms and ſhews, 
To an honeſt heart compar'd? 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, _ 

Has the nobler portion ſhar'd. 


Oft we ſee the homely flow'r, 
Bearing, at the hedge's fide, 


Virtues of more ſov'reign pow'r 3 % 
Than the gardens gayeſt pride. 


H ARK! tis I your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles; 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come, and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, | 
Ah, you little cunning vixen! 


U 3 Addilids 


art 
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Addſlids! my mind i is ſo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped, I ſhan't have reſt ; 
Only ſay the things a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it 
There's at once an end of arguing z 
I'm her's, ſhe's mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


. - CCCXLY. 
Why how now Miſs pert, 
Do you think to divert 
My anger, by fawning and ſtroking, 
Would you make me a fool? 
5 Vour play- thing, your tool. 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking. 
Get out of my ſight, 
*T would be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 

Contradict your mamma, 

ve a mind by the Ia, 
But 1 won't POT” in a paſſion. 


2 


© cccxl vl. 0 9 

Oaas wy life, ſearch England over, F 

An you match herin her ſtation : 3 
I 'I be bound to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well I love hen 


„ ten 
Do but feel my heart a beating. 
Still her pretty name repeating, > 
Here's the work tis always at, 
Pitty, patty,. pat, pit, pat. ” 
When ſhe makes the. muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſweeter be? 


Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
„ feaſt to hong and — 


* "0 CCXLVIT. 8 | 

1 am young, and I am friendleſs, | 

And poor, alas! withal; £5455 
Sure my ſorrows wilt be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call, 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, 

- Though the gift be ne er ſa ſmall. 


May your poſſefling, e every. bleffing, 

Still inherit, Sir, all you merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want. 
Sweet Heaven, your Worſhip all happineſs grant. 


a4 4 
5 4 8 
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CC ft. 


EN War quits the merchant, bleſt with eaſe, 
I be pleaſure of his native ſeat,” 

To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, I 
And climes more perilous: than thels3, 25 


- Midft freezing cold, or ſcorching heat? 


ere . 
* TS. R n a 
8 * 
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He knows the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
The length of ways but thinks it ſmall: 

The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 
Undaunted, make him combat all. 


cc 
in vain attempt to Ahalle, 


= 4 ur to hide it, but makes ig appear; 
Enraptur'd I gaze; When I touch her I tremble, 


And ſpeak to and hear her, wight fault'ring and fear. 


Buy how many eruel ideas cofinenced!. - 


My bloods in a ferment, it freezes, == 


This moment I wiſh, what thenekt is repented, 


JOS IF pans by, turns 


he cel. 


Was: Wb ee 
Wretched as the vileſt Have, 
_ Ey'ry hardſtip wou'd I brave- 

' - * Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, 
*Ere yield my and ſo coolly, 
Fo the man W never truly, 
Oould my heart in Keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 


| Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe, 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 


5 6 at eaſe. 
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CI. 


WHEN a maid in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 

She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
'Tis with pain the ſuit's began. | 


Tho'f mayhap ſhe like's him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; | 

Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in fight, 

Gives the word to bill and coo; - E 
"Tis a different ſtory quite, | Te 
And the * buckles to. 


12 
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Tust me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 
No where ſhall you find the treaſu 

Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene, ,.. 
Bleft, who no falſe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſweets admiring, | 


Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
— Seek the imple and A 


1 ; - 
/ * * 9 8 4 N 5 
a. * * os 7 by 
, 


pie. coclin. 
You vile pack of a what do you: mean? 
Pl maul you, raſcallions, | 
Fe tatter-demallions, _ 
11 one of them comes within reach of my cane. 


Such curſed aſſurance, 

Tis paſt all endurance _ 

Nay, we te pray come away, 

They're Hars and thievea, 

And he that believes, _ oh | 

Their fooliſh prediction 

Will find them but fictions, . 

8 that 9 


rd. 


N 0H, 3 


His r. hit Lear my mathr 62? | 
| - Pr'gthee be gong, | $7 


We'll meetanon. 
Catch this, and wis 2292 
Blow me a kiſs, 

In ples any OY 


1 
30 - 
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Farewell l. and yet a moment "RY 
Something beſide I had to ſay ; 

Well, tis forgot; 

No matter what. 

Love grant us grace; 

The mill's the place: | 
She calls again, I muſt voy > 


ci. 


Ys, ds decreed, thou maiddivine, 
I muſt, I will, poſſeſs thee, ) 
Oh, what delight within my arms to prefs thee! 
To kiſs and call thee minel 
Let me this only bliſs enjoy, 257 
That ne'er can waſte, that ne'er cloy, 
All other pleaſures 1. relign, 5 


Why ſhould we dally; | | 1 1 | 
Stand ſhilly, ſhally, ks 
Let fortune ſmile or frown, 
Love will attend us, 
Love will befriend us, 
And all our wiſhes crown. 


Lon, Sir, you ſcem ba ana, 
But I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 


Nor die in a fit of deſpair. - 


* A =« * 


” 
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If fo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken, 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 

I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, - 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


cc n. 


An they count me ſuch a ninny, 
So to let them rule the roaſt ; 
I'll bet any one a guinea 
They have ſcor'd without their hoſt. 
For if I don't ſhew them in lieu of it 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs for a fool and an 5. | 


Io be ſure yon ſly eajoler, 
Thought the work as good as done, 
When he found the little ftroller 
| Was ſo eaſy to be won. Fn RET 
But if I don't ſhew him in lieu of it, 
A trick that's fairly worth two of it, 
Then let me paſs for a fool or an aſs ! 


„ 


ee 
Zocks ! why ſhould 1 ſit down and grieve ? 
No caſe ſo fad, there mayn't be had 
Some med'cine to relieve. FHF. 
Here's what maſter's all Iifafters 2 
With a cup of nut- brown beer, 
Thus my drooping thoughts I cheer: 


OOF TIES x 


(6229 
If one pretty damſel fail me, 
From another I may find 
Return more kind; _—- | 
What a murrain then ſhould. ail me 75 | 
All girls are not of a mind. 2 
He's a child that whimpers fof a toy, 
So here's to thes hong bey 


nn 


CHASE, oh ceaſe to overwhelm me, 
With exceſs of bounty rare, 

What am I? what have I? tell me, 
To deſerve your meaneſt care? 

»Gainſt our fate in vain's reſiſtance, bs 
Let me then no grief diſcloſe; 

But refign'd at humble diſtance, 
Offer yows for your repoſe. 


: 


 CCCLX. 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind, | 


In one word *tis this, 
By nature they're _—_ 
To fay and do amiſs... 
Be they maids, be they wives,” 
Alike they plague our tives; | 
Wanton,. headftrong,. cunning, vain, 9 
Born to cheat, and give men pain, 0 | 


TT 

Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief, their delight ; 
7 And if we ſhould prevent 
At one door their intent; 


They quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


CCCLXI, 


LET me fly hence tyrant faſhion, 
Teach to ſervile minds your law; 
Curb in them each gen'rous paſſion, _ 
_ Ev'ry motion keep in awe, 
Shall I, in thy trammels going, 
Quit the idol of my heart; 


While it beats, all fervent, glowing ! 
With my life I'll ſooner part. 


- Wren you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good nature; 

Prove again as kind to ſhe; - - 

\ Happy mortal !. to. poſſeſs her, 

in Four boſom, warm, and preſs her, 

.._ Morning, noon, and night, careſs her. | 

5 And be fond, as fond can be. 


3 


0 
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But if one you meet that's froward,. 

Saucy, jilting, and untoward, | 

Should you act the Wing coward, | 
?Tis to mend her ne'er the wit; 

Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 

Then. agog, when once you find her, 

Let her go, and never mind her ; 

Heart alive, you're fairly quiet. 


| CCCLXH. 
O! | what a ee was . 5 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 


Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love n another mate. 


No tears alack, 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allurez 
I could bite | 
My tongue, thro' ſpite, 
| Some Plague bewitch d me, that's for — 


cCcclxrvY. 


OH leave me in pity, the falſhood I ſcorn, 

For ſlander the boſom untainted defies ; 

But rudeneſs, and inſult, are not to be berne, 
Tho? offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe 


Y s ET - : 


Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, | 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, fo blameleſs her way; 


Y Nature, and envy, lark always in wait, 
5 —— WACEALy © Prey. 


8 2 Sth. 


— — 


; | CCCLXV. 
Wro upon the 00zy beech, 
Can count the num'rous ſands that lie; 
Or diſtinctly reckon each | 
. Tranſparent orb that ſtuds the ſky ? 


As their multitude betray, 1" 
And fruſtrate all attempts to tell; 
80 'tis impoſlible to ſay, 
_ How much I love, 1 love fo welt. . 


OCLXVI. 1 

Trtx 157 for a frolickſome life? 
I'll ramble Where pleafures are rife ; 
Strike up with the fee-hearted lass, 

| And never think more of a wife; 
Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 
Had we been together buckPd, 

*Twould have prov'd a fine affair; 
Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 

* 2099 Þ pointing eie there. 


3 
* 8 1 WOE 
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| MERCHANT 
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MERCHANT of V ENICE.---Shakeſpeare. 


— 
»„— 


cccLxVII. 


 HasTE, Lorenza, haſte away, 
To my longing arms repair, 
With impatience I ſhall die; 
Come, and eaſe thy Jeſly's care: 
Let me then in wanton play, 
Sigh and gaze my ſoul away. 


CCCLXVIII. 


Mr bli6 too long my bride deriies, 

Apace the wafting ſummer flies; n 

Nor yet the wint' ry blaſts I fear, 
Nor ſtorms nor night ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
O love has fetters ſtronger far | 

By bots of ſteel are limbs conſin d, 
Butcruel love enchains the mind. 
No longer then perplex-thy breaſt, _ -- 
When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt; 
Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay, 

Away my Jeſly, haſte away. 


X 3 5 


t n 7 


CCCLXIR. 


To keep. my gentle jeſſe, 
What labour wou'd ſeem hard, 
Each toilſome taſk.how eaſy! 
Her love the fweet reward. 


The Bee thus, uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere 7 ; 

The ſweet reward obtaining, 
Of honey, all the year. 


MUCH 4DO ABOUT NOT HING.--Shakopeare. 


DEITY 


| CCCLXX. 


SIGH nomore, ladies, figh no more... 
Men were deceivers ever, 
One foot in ſea, and one on ſhore; . 
To one thing conſtant never: | 
Then figh not ſo, 
And be you vlith and bonny ; 
Convetting all your ſounds of woe 
Into, hey nonny, nonny. 
* Sing no more ditties, ſing no mo 
Ot dumps fo dulf and heavy; 
The frauds of men were over ſo, 
Since ſummer firſt was leavy. 
Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 


MARIAN. 
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M4 RI 14 N---Mr. Brookss« 
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Now the wintry W are er, 5 
Spring unlocks her verdant ſtore; 


| Smiling pleaſurecrowns the day. 
. Sweetly breathes the bluſhing May. 


Oer the daify- painted mead, - 
Now the wanton lambkins fpread,. 


Ever playful, every gay, 
Fond to welcome in the May. 


Now reſponſive thro? the grove, 
Softer tun'd to ſpring and love, 
Echo, with her ſportive lay, 
Joins our carols to the May. 


* 


2 * ” _ 


- CCCLXXIL. 


To; the N tothe chace; on the brow of the 


hill. 
Let the hounds meet che ſwweet · breathing morn 5 


While a 36.298 welkin, their notes clear and - 
| ſhrill, 


Join the ſound of the heart chearing horn, 
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What muſic celeſtial ! when urging their race, 
Sweet Echo repeats, © To the _ to the 
Chace!“ 


Our pleaſure ns, us, how gay flies the hour 
Sweet health and quick ſpirits attend; 
Not ſweeter when evening convenes to the bower, 
And we meet the lov'd ſmileof a friend, 
See the ſtag juſt before us | He ſtarts at the cry; 
He ſtops---his ſtrength * my friends 
muſt he die? | 


Ee, His innocent aſpect, whilſt ſtanding at bay, 


His expreſſion of anguiſh and pain; 
All plead for compaſſion---your looks ſeems to ſay, 
Let him bound o'er his foreſts again. 
Quick . him to dart o'er the rig 
' plains, 
Let him tive-—er him bound o er his foreſts - 


- COCLXXIIL. 
Too happy when Edward was kind, 
My father agreed to our love! 


No cares e'erdiſorder'd my inind, 
I ſung as J travers'd the grove. 


Like the lark's was each note of n my. V ſang, 
: Serene were my chearful days fpent; 
© Whileeve brought my ſhepherd along, 


7 * ond love and content. 


CCCAXXIV, 
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_ CCCL.XXIV. 


WIN. little on the village green 
We play d, I learn'd to love her, 
She ſeem'd to me ſome Fairy Queen, 
So light tripp'd Patty Clover. | 
With every ſimple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her: 
The cherry pluck'd the bleeding heart, 
To give to Patty Clover, 


The faireſt flowers to deck her breaſt 
I choſe---an infant lover 
I ſtole the Goldfinch from its net 
To give to Patty Clover. 


COCLXXY.- 


How bleſt our condition ! how 3 the day 
Ye ſwains, can our pleaſures be told? 
To range in ſweet order the rows of ney hay, 
To lead the ſtray d lamb to the foldꝰ 


To fetch up the kine for the maidens we love. 
And guard her from noon's burning beam; 


To guide her dear ſteps, when bon leads. thro” the 


grove, 
The beiter which pants for the lream. 7 


To carry herpail, when with milk it o 'erflows,. 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtile; ; | 
To gather the king-cup, the woodbine, or roſe,. 
winnen Es 


If you aſk her dear name who has conquer d my 


Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 


| Lie gang d wi Jamie frae Dundee, 


. „„ 
- 


4 


Ti is Fanny the lovely, who cauſes my ſmart, 


Tis ſhe does all maidens excel ; 
heart 


. *Fis Fanny, ſweet Fanny, 
_ *Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 


| CCCLXXV J. 


T DONNA like ye, gentle Sir, 
Altho' a laird ye be; 

I like a bonny Scottiſh lad 
Wha brought me frae Dundee. 


Haud away ! Haud away! 
WY Jamie o'er the lea 

I gang'd along wy? free gude will, 
He's a' the world to me | 


To cheer the way; 
His cheeks are ruddy o 'er wi halth, 
He's frolick as the May. 
Haud away, &c. 


| The lavrock mounts to hail the morn, 


The Lint” white ſwells her throat; 
But neither are ſa ſweet, {a clean, 
As Jamie's tuneful note. 


1110 48. 


T7 * 3 


MIDAS. Nag 


CCCLXXV IL. 


Jovs, in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord May'r, 


With his nods 
Men and Gods 
Keeps in awe; 
When he winks, 
Heaven ſhrinks; 
When he ſpeaks, 
Hell ſqueaks ; 
Earth's globe is but his taw. 


Cock of the ſchool 


He. bears deſpotic rule, 
His word | 
Tho! abſurd _ 
Muſt be law. 


Even Fate, 


Tho' ſo great, 
Muſt not prate: 
_ His bald pate 
Jove would cuff, 
He's ſo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 

Like mice in cheeſe, 
To ſtir muſt ceaſe, ' 
Or gnaw. | es 

5 _ CCCLXXVIIA 
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CCCLXXVIIL 


'THINK not, lewd. Jove, 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love; 

For, ſpite of your rakehelly m_— 
By day and by night, | 
Juno will have her right, 

Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded. 


I'll ferrit the haunts: 
Of your female gallants ;z ; 

In vain you in darkneſs. encloſe them; ; 
Your favourite jades, 5A 


plunge to the ates, . 


Or into com n germ 


NE PO oy 
Bz by your friends adviſed, | 
Too harſh, too haſty dad! 


Maugre your bolts, and wiſe head, 
The world will think you mad. 


What worſe can W teach men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Then break the lamps, beat watehmen. 


And ſtagger to ſome punk? 
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SINCE you mean to hire for ſervice, _ 
Come with me, you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog. 
: Fa 1a la. 


B 


With three crowns, our funding” wages; 
' You ſhall daintily be fed; 


Bacon, beans, falt beef, caboages, | 
Batter-milk, and oaten-bread. 
Fa la la. 


Come ftrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour's. over 
We'll all, dance to your trum ſtrum. 
Fa la la, 


Por. I ſtrike hands, I take your offer, © 
Farther on I may fare worſe; 

Zooks, I can no longer fafer 

| Beer, guts, and empty purſe. 

| "Ta 14s 


811. Do, rike hands; 'tis kind I offer ; 3 
Pol. I ſtrike hands, and take your offer; 
817. Farther ſeeking you'll fare worſe: 
Por. Farther on I may fare worſe. 


Vor :4 LM 


Sit, 


„„ 1} 
NL. Pity ſuch a lad ſhould ſuffer, 
Pol. Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, 
Str. Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
Por. Hungry guts, and empty purſe, 
Fa la la. 
| 
' CCCLXXXI. 


| G1RLS are Known 
To miſchief prone, 
If ever they be idle. 
| Who would rear 
Two daughters fair, 
Muſt, hold a ſteady bridle ; 
For here they kip, | 
And there they trip, 
And this and that way dle. 
Giddy maids, 
Poor filly jades, | 
All after men are gadding; ; 
They flirt pell-mell, 
Their train to ſwell, _.. 
To coxcomb, coxcomb : 5 
To ev'ry fop | 
They're cock-a-hoop 
And ſet their ga madding, 


1 
1 


= - „ 


. 


 ECCLAXKIE 
Pray, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of 
your tongue : 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes ? 
Remember when the judgment's weak, the preju- 
| dice is ſtrong. 
A ſtranger why wil "IO . ? 
Try me, 
| Prove, ere you deny me: 
If you caſt me 
Off, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe. 


cCcclLxxxłIr. 


Neva. Mama, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd, . 
To the gentle handſome ſwain ? | 
1 To a lad, fo limb'd, ſo featur'd, 
| Sure tis cruel to give pain. 
Sure tis cruel, &c. 


| Mrs. Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 
I'm alarm'd on your account: 
Sar. Wife, in vain you teaze and vex me, - 
I will rule depend upon ** | 
Nrs. Ah! ah! 


Dara. Mama! 5 
„ Nras 


( 244 ) 


Nysa and DAP HRE. 
Mama, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd, 
Ah, ah, to a lad ſo limb'd and featur d? 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain, | 
Sure tis cruel to give pain, 
Sure tis cruel to give pain, 
| To the gentle, handſome ſwain. 
Mrs. Girls, for you my fears perplex me; 
I'm alarm'd on your account, 
811. Wife, in vain you teaze and vex me; 
| I Will rule, — upon't. 
Nrs. Mama! 
Mrs. Pſha! Pſha ! 
Daren. Papa, 
811. Ah! ah! 
Dark. Mama, how can you be ſo Il natur- d. 
S811. Pſha, pſha, you muſt not be ſo ill-natur'd; 
Nys. Ah, ah, to a lad fo limb'd fo featur'd? 
Dar R. To the gentle handſome ſwain, 
811. He's a gentle handſome ſwain, 

Nys. Sure *tis cruel to give pain. ; 
Mrs. "Tis my pleaſure to give pain. 
Dar R. Sure tis cruel to give pain. 

811. He's a gentle handſome ſwain. 
- Nrs., To the gentle handſome ſwain. 
Mrs. "TM your odious, fav* rite Fain. . 


— 


8 cœclxxxiv. 
SHALL a paltry clawn, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 


Dare my amours to croſs ? | | 

Shall a peaſant minx, when Juſtice Midas woos, 
| Her noſe up at him toſs ? 
#7 | 5 5 No: 


— 
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No: I'll kidnap ——=then. poſſeſs her: 
Pl fell her Pol a flave, get mundungus in ex- 
: Shange 
so glut to the height of pleaſure, 
My love and my revenge, 
No: Pll kidnap, &c. 


2 
8 


cccLxxxv. 


JueiTER wenches and drinks,. 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky; 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks, 
That he's as happy as * * 
Juno rates him, . 
And grates him, | 
And leads his highneſs a weary life; 
I have my laſs, 
And my glaſs, 
And ftroll. a batchelor's merry life. 
Let him fluſter, . 
And bluſter, | + 
Yet cringe to his harridan” + furbelow; 3. 
To my fair tulips, v2 
I glew lips, 
And clink the.cannikin here below. 


— 


” Tg b doc. CCCLXXXVI. 


Cas) 
cœclxxxv I. 


AI around the maypole how * tot, 
| Hot 159 
Pot, 
And good ale have got; 
Routing, 
Shouting, 
At you flouting, 
Bleering, | 
45 Jeering, 
5 And what not. 
There is old Sileno frifks like a mad 
1 
Glad 
To ſee us fads 
Cap? ning. 
 Vap' ay Þ 
The lai lafles - | 
* he did the dad. 


CCCL XXXVIT. 


SURE I thallrun with vexation ditratted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus counterated ! 
This way or that way, or which way ſoever, . 
All ge run — to my endeavour. 
8 


1 1 , 
—— 2 — — w—— — 


C ) 
Daughters projecting 
Their ruin and ſhame, 
Fathers neglecting 
The care of their fame; ; 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper; 
Here's a fine dance---but tis he pays the piper, 


CCCLXXXVIIE. 


Hts as tight a lad to fee to, 
As e' er ſtept in leather ſhoe, 

And, what's better, he'll love me too, 
And to him F'll prove true blue. 


"Tho? my {alter caſts a Hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do, 
He oferlook'd the little dozy, 


I'm the girl he means to woo. 
| Hitherl ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue, 
If che youth prove true, ll fit him 3 
If he's alu fit him too. 


W * 


cocixxxxx. f 


Lovklv nymph, aſſwage my anguiſh ; ; 
At your feet a tender ſwain _ 
Prays you will not let him 


languiſh, 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did 


— 


C 


Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He not long needs (ue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dande, of {ports---you 
Scarce. will meet like "_w_ 


— 8 E 


CCCXC. 


Ir you can caper, as well as you modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a God o' late, 
Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place 


His beard ſo frowſy, his geſtures ſo aukward are, 
And his bag pipe has ſo drowſy a drone, 
That if they find you, as I did, no backwarder, 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 


o 


ber He My wat miſs, FR you. Sa dat Pol 
Can ever be caught by an infant's dol? 


Nrs. Can you, Miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fall 


In love with the gianteſs of — N 


Darn. Pigemy elf, 
Nrs, | Coloſſus itſelf, | 
Bor H. You will lie till you're randy ou: the | 
elf. 
Darn. You ſtump o' th“ gutter you hop. Tay 
thumb, 
A huſband for you muſt. from Liliput 


come. 
| . 


62 


Nys. You talking ſteeple, you gawky ſtag, 
Your huſband muſt come from Brog- 


dignag. 
Dayn. Sour grapes, 
Nxs. Lead apes, A 
Born. I'll humble your vanity, miſtreſs _ 
Day. Miſs, your aſſurance 
. And, miſs, your high airs 
Dar R. Is paſt all endurance. 
Ln Are at their laſt pray rs. 
Darn. No more of thoſe OE Miſs * 
I beg. 
Nys. Miſs Daphne's conceit mo be lower'd a 
Darn. | Poor asl 
Nys. Pride hurt! 
Darn. Liver White 
Nys. Rare ſport ! 
Darn. Do, ſhew your teeth, ſpithre, do, but you 
can't bite, 
Nrs. ann ſoon will be 1 in che 
Poor ite, &c. 


Pride hurt, &. 


CECXC 11. 


— 


| 
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Cccxcl. 


0 WHAT pleaſures will 1 
When my wife is laid in ground! 
Let earth cover her, 

We'll dance over her, 

When my wife is laid in ground. 

Oh how happy ſhould I be, 


Would little Nyſa pig with me l. L 


- How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her, 


Would little * Pig with me. 


ccœxcin. 


1 


The treacherous reynard | 
Steals flily, your poultry to rirrage, 
With gun you attack him, 


Wich beagles you track him, 


All's fair to. deſtroy the fell ys 


So Pol, who comes picking 


Up my tender chicken, 

No means do I ſeruple to baniſh ;- 
With power I'll o'erbear him, 
With fraud I'll enſnare him, 


By hock or by crook he hall vaniſh. 


v. 


(er) 


CCCXCIV. 


IN theſe greaſy old tatters 
HFlis charms brighter ſhine ; 
Then his guittar he clatters 
With tinkling divine: 
But, my ſiſter, 
Ah l he kiſs'd her, 8% 
And me he paſs'd by; 
I'm jealous . 
Of the fellows 0 
Bad taſte and blind eye. 


CCCXCV. 


Mid. MASTER Pol 
| And his toll de-roll-lol, ; 


'7 | I'll buffet away from the plain, fir. 
Pa N. And PH aſſiſt 


Vour worſhip's fiſt 
With all my might and main, fir; 
Mys. And I'll have a thump, 
Thought he is ſo plump, 
| And made ſuch a wenn racket 
Mid. PII buff, 
Pax. III rough, 5 


( 252 ) 
Mys. I'll buff, 8 
M1p. III cuff, 
Ou x, And I'll warrant we pepper his . 

Mi p. For all his cheats, 
And wenching feats, 
He ſhall rue on * * em, 
Or ſkip, by goles, 
As high as Paul's, 5 
Like ugly witch on beſom ; 

_ Arraign'd he ſhall be, 

Of treaſon to me! | 
Pan. And I with my dary will back | it; 

I'll wear, 
Mr p. I'll ſnare, 
Mrs. I'll tear. 
Ou x. O rare! 
And PI warrant we pepper his jacket 


r 


CCCXCVI. 


WHAT the devil's here to do, 
Ye logger-heads and "gyphes? 
Sirtah you, and hufley you, 0 
And each of youniply is: 81 
But I'll as ſure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as I am juſtice Midas. 
CG no. 0 tremendous juſtice Midas, "Ie 
Who ſhall ah mY Tele Mita? 


CCOXCVIL- 


CCCXCVIL 


Now Tm ſeated, 
I'll be treated | | 
Like the * on his throne; 
In my preſence, - 
Scoundrel peaſants, 
Shall not call their ſouls their own. 
My beheſt is, 
He who beſt is, 
Shall be fix'd muſician chief: 
Ne” er the loſer, 
Shall ſhew noſe here, 
But be tranſported like a thief, l 


.C HORUS. Gunmen Ec. 


c Mi I * 


8 7 pox on your pother about this or that; 

Your ſhrieking or ſqueaking, a ſharp, or a flat: 
I'm ſharp by my bumpers, you're flat, maſter Pol; | 
So here goes a ſet to at toll de-roll-loll. 


— 


When Beauty ber pack of poor lovers would hamper, 

And after Miſs Will o' the Whiſp the fools ſcamper ; 
Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol: _ 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but---toll-de-roll-loll+ £ 


Il. 2 Mankind 


62540 
Mankind are a medley- a chance medley race; 
All ſtart in full cry, to give dame fortune chace; 


There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all: 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll-loll. 


I've done, pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too long; 
I only meant life is but an old ſong : 


The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll ; 


Where all act the ſcene of toll- de- roll-loll. 


CCCKCIX, 


An, happy hours, how fleeting 
Ye danc'd on down away ; 
When my ſoft vows repeating, 
At Daphne's feet I lay. 
But from her charms when ſander'd, 
As Midas' frowns preſage ; | 
Each hour will ſeem an hundred: 
Each day appear an age. 


The MUSICAL LADY. Colman. 


* 8 2 a con 
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LOVE's afneet and ſoft Muſician, - 

I Who derives his ſkill from TP 
Plays on ev'rydiſpoſition, 

3 een. 155 


( a 1 


Deep Deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively Hope now ſoands Corragio. 
O tac raviſhing tranſition ? 
Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee. | 
* 
— — — — 


NEW sPAlN; or, LOVE in MEXICO.' 


ger 4 


» 


ci. 


, 


WI TH many a fad, intruſive doubt oppreſt, 
As the pale maiden eyes her plighted youth, 

While chreat' ning abſence chills her glowing breaſt, 

Let pitying love inſpire this holy truth: 


"Tho? trackleſs elimes to part them interfere, 
Still heart to heart fall beat, as fondly true, 
As when bleft boſoms form that ſole barrier, 


Which mutual preſſures labour to ſubdue. 


CCCCIL. 
Now Cynthia rode in filver car, 
The heav'ns were clad in milder blue; 
Now filence watch'd the milder ftar, 
With ſecreſy to lovers true: 
The ſtately bark at anchor ſeemed to 
On the ſlow-ſwelling boſom of the deep. 


2 2 | His 


„ 


His treſſes ſtreaming t to the breeze, 5 
Where hangs the ſea- boy o'er the bow, 
Who loves to loll with liſtleſs eaſe, 
And hear the wild wave talk below; | 
Or ſtarts, perchance, to view the pendant ſail, 
As flapping, loud, it chides th'intruding gale, 


My fair one's faithful ſtep to hear, 
I pauſe upon the grey- ſand's ſlope ; 
Each tardy hour ſees icy fear 
Invade the glow of ſick' ning hope; 
Till the ſad dawn of unpropitious day 
Beholds the bolota' slaſt fond * . 


CCCCLL.. 


a Tx to her, full weary is my 8 
Yet ſeeks in vain an object of repoſe: 
Pve loſt her---the ſun which ſaw us part, 
Shall never ſee the period of my woes. 
Time ſtrives in vain to bid my ſorrows reſt, 
Or fill the chearleſs void within my breaſt. 


— 


158 
ee . 
THREE pilgrims at Love 's ſacred Me we 


bow. 
And breathe, with hoty ak «the far, rvent vow; ; 
Mark'd by the mien enwrapt, the _ of "_ 
Senſes ſubdu'd, and purify'd deſire: 
Nor meanly guerdon'd who ſhall theſe attain, 
By. muſing on the bear n they ſeek, perhaps, in 


_ ccccv. 
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As the ſoldier's lad, with his foraging cap, 

On the baggage rides in his mother's lap, 

'The captain eyes him with a father's joy, 

And ſoon to a fife promotes the boy. 

Nox / his fabre behind him he ſwings with an air, 

: And his ears are wall flower'd----well paſted his 
: hair, 

While his taſſePd hat a its walks crowds down 

His chubby little face to a ſoldier frown. 


With a martial ſwagger how he throws about 

The natty no-ſkirt of a quick-cut-coat! | 

Mills a fowl on the march fora gill of rum, 

And his Major pronounces him fit for a drum. 

With his arms akimbo, then, the knowing young 

| elf, 

And a drum at his back, full as big as himſelf 

gucks his teeth with an air, ſwears he'll make good 
his quarters, 

| So he does, as he wears. with his N 
daughters. | 


Can promotion be refus'd to talents ſo well ſaiting ? 
He's a Serjeant well-fed, now, and fam'd for-r re- 

cruiting; = 5 | 
Beneath ſaſn and hat e a military grace! : 
For round is his belly, and red is his face: 


Z 3 | Like 
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Like a Serjeant he ſwears, if he kicks but a ſtraw, 
And lyes like a Serjeant---a Serjeant at law; 
Yet Serjeant or drum, ſhew a female or foe, 


And you'll find him a ſoldier from top to toe. 


\ 
\ 


ccccvl. 


Two maidens my heart transſix' d- 
| One alilly, one brown us a berry: : 
I flood like a boy betwixt 
A black and a white heart cherry. 


One bluſh' d like the roſe in mornings. 
Which in the garden blows, 

And one like the roſe adorning 
"The ſhoes of our garden beaux. 


My heart now black, now white, 
Young cupid laid his laſh on; 
I ſobb'd by day and bynight, Fo 
Witha kind of a pye-balPd paſſion. 


But now each beautiful laſs, E 
Her forces marches away. 
And I'm no longer an aſs 
Between two bundles of hay. 


 Depriv*d of my white (Geet) ETON 
And my black, ſo ſeducing and mellow, 
For the garden again I'Itdepart, 4 
And pick up a juiey morella. 


Ceœcccvi. 
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ccc. 


Tis pleaſant to ſee when my Lord obtains: a a 
poſt in adminiſtration, 


How the love of his. COUNTY, which boils in is 


. veins, : 

Infects each dear relation! 

Up his couſins 

Flock by dozens; 
One is proud of ſupporting a place,. 
Juſt---that it may not fall into diſgrace 
One wou'd finger the Treaſury plumbs, 
Juſt---to keep him from biting his thumbs : _ | 
If they juggle for titles, and fuch pretty things, 
If they lie or they flatter, for ſtars or for rings, | 
 Oh!---*tis all for the good c of the nation! 


But ſhou'd my Lord, at length, for his Pains, 0 
Be charg d with peculation, 
How his crime ne the pure blood in the 
veins 
Of every dear colvelon-! 2 
Down his counſins 
Drop by dozens: 
. Then they find that a ſnug little place | 
May lie, now and then, in the road to diſgrace 3 


That they had better been ſucking their thumbs, 


Than liming their fingers with Treaſury plumbs ; 


And if ſome more reſolv'd upon taking their ſwing, 


. Tho? their ſtars are eclips'd, find their end in a 
ſtring, 


wr” tis all for the good of the nation! 
cc . 


eee ; 
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CCCCVIII. 
WHEN the blythe village maid, leads her fock 
do the plains, 

Ah me! how I envy her lot! 

Fd ſpurn all the ſplendour a palace contains, 
With freedom to dwell in a cot: 

Awak'd by the lark, o'er my love as I hung, 
His ſlumbers Pd chaſe with a kiſs; 


No tyrant to check me, no venemous tongue 
With ſlander, to to ſully my bliſs. 


The toil of the day wou'd be pleaſure to me, 
Still diaking freſh health from the gale ! 
And ev ning wou'd bring, with an aſpect of glee,. | 
The Legend, the Song, or the Tale; 
Till the ſtill gloom of * 1 the hamlet in 
8 2 8 
And my fancy grew big with alarms, . 
Then I'd fteal to my e r 8 cloſe to his. 
n breaſt, | 
And loſe all my fears in ks: arms. 


 ececnx. 


Wiler boots it where thy foldier lies? * 
Fond regret is folly; j _ .- 
O'er the files why ſtray your eyes, 
| Weeping widow'd Polly? 


On 


3 


on the bridge thy Henry fell; 
I may fall to-morrow; 


. His death became a ſoldier well; 
| Mourner, check thy ſorrow. 
Ere night her ſorrows ſunk to reſt, 
Pale grew the roſe of beauty; 
And cold the hand her ſoldier preſt, 
When call'd at dawn on duty! 


„ — 


CCCCX. 
THE ſun ſets in night, wi che far hun the 
Ps 
But glory remains when their lights PS away; 


- Begin, ye tormentors, your threats areiin vain, 
For the ſon of Alkmonoak. ſhall never complain. 


Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 

And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation 
away 3 

When the flame riſes faſt-- «you'll. exult in my | 
pain, 


But the ſon of A ſhall never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 

His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon : 

Death comes like a friend, 28 3 me from 

| pain, 

And thy fon, O Alkmonoak, has ſcorn'd to com- 
plain. | | 


14 The ; 
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The NUNNERY. Pearce. 


CCCCXI. 
OBEDIENT to the agive crew, 
Swift thro? the tide the Cutter flew ! 
Each oar ſhot forth a gleam, 

As from the blade the water fell l 


Then trembled o'er the trippling als 
And kiſe'd away the ſtream. 


The Coxſwain ſung a chearing lay. | 
And cried at ev ry pauſe, « give way 
They ſoon approach'd the land! 
E faw the ſoldiers leap aſhore !--= — 
I heard the ſailors loudly roar--- 

* Put off, boys, bear a hand l“ 


eee 
TIE Seller arise, Here, take my hand, 
Let Beauty triumph o'er the brave! 


ne rat War's command 


He flies the fait, no more her ſlave. 


Ev'n while he breathes the marriage vows - 
Thos may he fing, nor mean a joke 


Hes The facred laws to which I bow, 


Are roſy fetters, quickly bioke l 


( 
The tenant of a dun geon ſtrong 
Did hours of N e near him wait; 
Would clinch his chain, to time his ſong, 
And dance to ſounds, he elſe wou'd hate; 


CCCCXIIL 
RELATE this ftory with a tear, 
As tho' a hapleſs Dove, 


Whoſe views of comfort thro? the year, 
Aroſe alone from love: 


Beheld upon a fatal Hp: 
Her feather'd lover deadg . 
Meanwhile, the pleaſures of her bow'r, 


To other regions fled ;--- 


Say too, ſhe ſought a dark recefs, 
And tun'd to grief her ſong ;--- 


| While Spring, array'd in chearful dreſs, 
| _ Unheeded, paſt along !--- 


'That Wi inter came---but ah! it found 
No guardian by her fide ; | 
And whilſt a tempeſt whiſtled round, 
She dropt to earth, and died! 


5 
cccxiv. 1 

Taz Pilgrim, tho? with 3 worn, 

When to ſome fav'rite altar bound, 


Each onward terror eyes with ſcorn, _ 
Nor heeds the perils lurking round. 


As 
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As ſacred treaſure Jurcs his bet, 

His boſom feels as bleſt a heat; 

A way as rude---as chearleſs would he rove, 
Wine ſhrine Wy" and religion---Love. 


— 


CCCoxv 


TIE Mag, like the Rites, + oF {4 
Tells a ſtory at random, and puzzles the crowd, 
His pied coat expreſſes a power to ſhew, 
That white is deep fable, and black driven ſnow, 
He hops---beats his wings---cries * Take care of 
poor Mag!” 
And ſcarce leaves his credulous client a rag. 
The Doctor is ſeen by his patient to ſit, 5 
Shake his head, and foretell the return of his fit, 
| Left mixtures ſhould fail to determine his ſkill, 
The gloom of his aſpect has ſcience to kill.--- 
Thus hovers the Raven, with terrible croak, 
Wherever red war bids a ſacrifice ſmoke ! - 


No Gonſman, can better agree with a brother, 
Than Rooks in ſociety, one with another. 
They build in the moſt lofty branches their neſt, 
And the feathers of other birds ſoften their reſt, 
From the tower of an abbey, now OS ING * 
caw, 


eri to _—_ "I liſten, „ pon Jaw | 


Ru 


„ - 
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CCCCXVI. 
Mr friend the honeſt Curate's dead 6 \ 


His merry jokes the neighbour's tell: 
The men all praiſe his learned head ; 


The women ſay---he knew things well. 
Briſk e' en to death, he call'd for wine, 


And when old crazy Time, alas: 
Shew'd his ſand run, „ I do repine,” 


* ſaid, © to _— glaſs !?? 


| : 


Cc CCXVII. 
Tus lock of dear Selina's hair, 
I do not without meaning wear; 
Within the breaſt, on which tis ſhown, 
That little Empreſs keeps a throne !--- 
So Enſigns on a Fort, declare 
The power, e holds eee there. 


8 he 0” OO 
| F 
' Foxace, I LIKE that girl, with roguiſh leer, 
F And lips as red acherry :--- _ 
O could I but approach her ear, 
I'd whiſper ſomething merry! 
PETER. 


Vou KEY ?---O ho !---I guefs your meaning, 
To wicked thoughts you're always leaning. 
er love a diff rent way I'd earn: - 
A word I wou'd not mutter; 
In filent kiſſes ſhe ſhou'd learn, 


Far more than tongue cou'd utter. 
Vor. 1 A a 


Fox ACE 
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Fox ad. 
Indeed --- O ho !- -I gueſs your meaning. 
= Tis well ſome tricks admit of e 


r 


cc xXx. 


Gees, « my a fellows, and quit the hotter, 
The ſun no longer ſeems to lour; „ 
Vour arrows bring, your bows of yew, 

With ſilver tips and ſilken clue; 
And let the luſty bugle horn 
Tell of the death of deer forlorn; - —+ 

With fatal note reſounding, 5 
What tho' he be ſwift and bounding, | WS 
The horn, the horn, the luſty horn 

- - Shall Mtcatoons of _ forlorn. n 


5 c. 


WIN ſwallows lay their eggs in — 7 
And geeſe in wheat- ears build their _ 
When roaſted crabs a hunting go, 
And cats can laugh at goflips jeſts; 
When law and conſcience are a-kin, IK 
And pigs are learnt by note to ſqueak ; 
Your worſhip then ſhall ſtroke your chin, 
And teach an owl to whiſtle Greek. 


* 


1 
Till when let your wiſdom be dumb; 

For ſay, man of Gotham, 
- What is this world ? 

A tetotum ? | 

By the finger of folly wird ; Woes TN 
With a hey- go- up, and about we come; 
While the ſun a good poſt-horſe is found, 
So merrily we'll run round. ; 


D PERUVIAN.. 


CCCCXXL. IR 3 5 


N EER doubt my conſtancy, dear youth | * 
My willing heart is yours for ever; 
Thy love ſhall be repaid with truth, -_ 
For Girls are true, when Lads are clever. 


No nymph is cold when merit ſues, 

The man of worth is lov'd for ever * 
Perſuaſion ſmiles whene'er he woos, _ - 
For Girls are kind, when lads are clever. 


Of faithleſs wives the men complain, 


At fickle maids they rail for ever, 
The fault's at home tho' men are vain; 


For Girls are true, when Lads are clever. 


Aa 2 CCCCXXIL. 
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CCCCXXII. 
Pops, ſhillings, pence and farthings, T 
Have at my fingers end, 
And how to ſell, and how to buy, 

'To borrow, or to lend ; 
But this, ſince I felt birch at ſchool, 

My pate has run upon, 


Addition be my golden rule, 
Ah! Dot and carry one. 


At loſs and gain a ſcholar good, 
Full early was I taught 

To gain of guineas all I could 
I To loſe the devil a groat. 

At fractions and diviſion when 
Hard knocks were laying on, 
Subftraction was my practice then, 

Ha! Dot and carry one. 


| But words no.more Pll numerate, } 

And thus Sum total lyes ; 

Of terms I'll not an acre bate, 
Reduction I deſpiſe: 

And fince cockade and roguiſh eye 
Miſs Clara's heart has won, 

If you're reſolv d. to multiply. 

Ha Dot and carry one. 


 CCCCXXLIL. 
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CCCCXXIII. 


As emblems of my lovely bir, 

Her grace, her ſhape, her modeſt air, 
I'd ſeek the bluſhing flowers; 

Her cheeks ſtill purer tints diſcloſe, - 

Tyan even ſhews the opening roſe, 
Freſhen'd by Summer flowers. 


Her looks ſo chaſtenꝰd by her fears, 

She's more adorned in her tears, 
Than plants in ſparkling dew ; 

But brighter ſunſhine ſhall ſhe prove, 

With tend”reſt care I'll chear my love, | 
Fond as this boſom's true. | 


The POOR SOLDIER. O'Keeffe. 


cœcœxxrv - 


SLEEP on, ſleep on, my Kathleen PR 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt; 

Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reſt. 


The birds ſing ſweet, the morning write 
Thoſe joys are none to me: 

Tho! ſleep is fled, poor Dermott abs 
20 none but love and as: | 


Aaz * CCCOXXxV 
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cc xv. 


Dr EAR Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have en outs. 
Lou never dream how late tis. 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play; 3. 
On two legs ride 
Along, to bid | 
Good morrow to your night 8 


Laſt night a little bowſy, 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let me fit beſide her. 
Her anger roſe,. 
As ſour as {loes. 
The little gipſey cock'd her noſe 85 
Vet here Pve rid 
Along, to bid 


Good morrow to vou night 5 


c ccxxv 15 | 


„ 
I'll love if I can; 
e ell you what for of man: 


— 
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In addreſs how compleat, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat ; 


No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet: 2 
Not dull nor too witty, | 


His eyes I'll think pretty, 

If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 
Tho? gentle he be, 

His man he ſhall ſee; 

Yet never be conquer'd' by any but n. mes 

In a ſung bear a bobo; 

In a glaſs hob or knob-; 


Yet drink of his reaſon his roddle ne'er . 
This is a fancy, 
If ſuch a man can ſee, 


Tm his, if he's mine, until 15 Fm free. 


_— 


Karan OUT of my ſight, or Pll box your ears; ; 


DaB B. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
Kar RH. I'll cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 
DAR B. Another I'Il wed this day if I can. 


KARE. In courtſhip funny, 
Dax z. Sweet as honey, 
KATE. Vou drone. 


Das. No, Kate, I'm your humble bee. 
KATE. Go, dance your dogs, with your fiddle de 


dee, 


For a ſprightly! lad is the man for me. 
Bor n. Go dance your dogs, &c. 


DAR. Youllneer meet ſuch a kind foul as me. 


Kar H. 


\ 
% 4 
p — é 
* 
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KAr n. Like ſweet milk turn ' d, now to me ſcems 
love. 
Daxs. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 
KAT RH. Sourcurds I taſte, tho? ſweet cream I choſe, 
Dax B. And with a flower I fling my noſe. | 
In n &c. | 


' CCCOXXV III — 


Tux twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 7 
Alriſe to partake of the chace; 
And Sol lend a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 
For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of 
Love: 
With myrtles my Hs ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and culks 1 in the 
| Grove, 
Excelld by the ſound of the hw. 
The dogs are uncoup!'d, and ſweet is their cry: 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echo's reply, | 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in view , 
But love 1s the game that I wiſh to purſue: 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps * 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 

Vet flies, till entangled in fear and in 1 
His courage and conſtancy fail. _ 
2 Surrounded by foes, he prepares Fl the fr ay, 

- Deſpair taking place of his fe 5 

With antlers erected, a while ſtands ban bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 

The dogs are, &c. 
CCC CXXIX. 
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CCCCXXIX. 


.| 

Ta E meadow looks chearful, the birds ſweetly 
ſing, 

So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring; 

Tho' nature rejoices; poor Norah ſhall mourn 

Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, oh, hide your gay charms ! 


| Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms- 


'Tho? ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 


— 


CCCCXXX. 


| How happy the ſoldier he ewe ai pay, 
And ſpends half- a- crown out of fixpence a day; 
Vet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his debts with the roll of hie irums, . 


With a row- de row, &c · 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His king finds him quarters, and money, and cloaths, 
| He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 


| And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
£153." +-157n ith Rats &c- 


- 
- 
The 
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Ihe drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight : 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo glum, 


But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
With a row-de-row, &C- 


6: SOLENT.” 
TER wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer? - 
ive me but health, I aſk no more 
My little gifl, my friend and Pitcher, 


ee ſweet et girl, my friend, and dilator, | 
PIE N 3 ke. 


* - * < 
»/ wow SD 33 > a. 


| My friend ſo rare, 8 
r 5 
9 Wich 48 what mortal can be „ 
3 Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
4 Wich my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
Y Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
IJ I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
F With all my heart can 1 be poor, 


S © | COCCXXXIL, 75 
— 
I uo am as thin as arod; 
bh! love is the cauſe of . - 
II ſcon ſhall lie under a ſod, | 
_—.. - Sing natherum doodle, nagetty, 5 rum, 
MI didtherum boodle, figetty, nigetty mum. 


Dear 


1 
Dear Kathleen then, why did you flout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſie and warm, | 
| Wi ith every thing handſome about me, 
My TO and ſnug little farm. | 
Sing natherum doodle, &c, 


What tho? I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend: 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
And ſtill have a bit to a friend. | 
Sing natherum doodle, &c. 


The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the Pigeon, and dove, 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look, and 1 think on my love. oF, 
* natherum doodle, &c. 


XXII. 


Troy Leiakis' 1s Ee" of its cloſe ſhady 8 5 A 
Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 


Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, - if 
Its lads fo well dreſs d, and its neat pretty maids: 


As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong; 
Dear Carton! contain what ee may 
Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme ofn 128 fon. | 


{ 276 ) | 
Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots 
ON, : 


Their horſes to farts on the 0 urragh of Kildare! 
Or dance at a ball with their ſunday new ſuits on, 


Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice 


powder'd hair, 
Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 


One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nat on⸗ 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong, 


CCC CXX xv. 


| Duan Sir, der brown jug, chat wow Mess with 
mild ale, 


Out of which I now drink o ſweet Kate of the 
vale. 


Was once Toby Paper; a thirſty old ſoul, . 
As ere crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl: | 
In booztng about, twas his praiſe to excel, 

And amongſt Jolty dopens he bore off the bell. 


, > His body, when long i in the ground it had Jain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
- A potter found out in its cover ſo ſnug, 


: And with Park. of old Toby he form d che brown 


© % 4 & 


& Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
S3o here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 


coc V. <q 
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You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience 
is mine; 
But if you grow wicked, tis not a good agu, 
So leave off your racking and marry a wife, 
And then my dear Darby your ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynamona, Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſhed, to chapel we go. 
The bride and bridegroom in coats white as ſnows | 
So modeſt her attire, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 
Sing Ballynamona, & c. 7 


I thumb out the place, and J then read away, 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey, 
Vou take her dear hand to have and to hold, 


I ſhut up my book, and I TIO you _ 
Sing, Kc. 


That ſnug little guinea for me. 
The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and 
| bride, 


The pipers before us march fide by fide. 
A Plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face : 
The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. i 


N Sing, Ec, mT 
A good wedding dinner forme. 
Yor. I. FE The 


4 
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The joke now goes round, and the ſtocki ing 1 


thrown, 


The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone; 
Tis then my good boy I believe you at home, 
And hey for a chriſt' ning at nine month's to come, 


a. &c. 


A 8 merry chriſp ning 8 


coc EI. 


Smics. Kathleen has —_ ſo untrue, 


. Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? 
No longer Fll ſtay here a clown, 
But ſell off and gallop to town: 


mY teh. and I nnemich en air. 


The barber ſhall frizzle my hair, 


In towyn I'll cut a great daſh 
But how for to compaſs the caſh 


At gaming, perhaps I may win; 
With cards I can take the flats in, 


Or trudle falſe dice, and they're nick d, 
If found out, I ſhall only bekick'd, 


But firſt for to get a great name, 
A duel eſtabliſhed my fame; . 


_ To my man then a challenge ll write; 


But firſt I'll be ſure he won't fight. 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 


5 Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a 


The 


Ft vr F 


The PADLOCK. Bictentaf. 
CCCCXXXVIL. 


THouGuHTsto coucil—let: me ſees 
Hum. to be, or not to be, 
A huſband, is the queſtion. 
A cuckold ! muſt that follow ? 
Say what men will. 
Wedlock's a pill 
Bitter to ſwallow; 
And hard of digeſtion. 
But fear makes the danger ſeem double, 
Say, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble 
My peace, ſhould I venture to try you? 
My doors ſhall be lock'd, 
My windows be block d; 
No male in my houſe, 
Not ſo much as a mouſes 
Then horns, horns, I defy you. 


* 


Bb 2 CCCCXXXVIII. 


3 =o 


' CCCCXXXVILL. 


I know the world, Sir, tho' I fay't: 

I'm cautious and wiſe ; 

And they who ſurpriſe 

My prudence nodding, 
Muſt fit up late. 

Never fear, Sir, | 

Vour fafety's here, Sir, 
Ves, yes, 

I'll anſwer for Miſs: 

Let me alone, 

I warrant my care 

Shall weigh to a hair 

As much as your own. 


* 


CCCOXXXIX. 


Sar. little fooliſh, fut ring ching, 
Whither, ah! whither would aps wing 
Your airy flight? | 
Stay here and ſing, 
Your miſtveſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go: 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 


Half ſo o happy as n with me. 


cCcccxL. 
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CCCCXL. 
By ſome I am told, . 
That I'm wrinkled and old; 
But I will not believe what they ſay: 
I feel my blood mounting, 
Like ſtreams in a fountain, | 
That merrily ſparkle and play. 
For love I have will | 
And ability ſtill; | 
Odſbobs, I can ſcarcely nt 
My diamond, my pearl--- 
Well, be a good girl, 
Until I come to you again. 


oo D.. 
Was 1 ſhepherd's maid, to keep 


On yonder plains a flock of ſheep : 
Well pleaſed I'd watch thelive-long day, 


My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


Orwould ſome bird that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 
My parents then might rave and ſcold,. 


My guardian ſtrive my will to hold. 
Their words are harſh, his walls we hab; F 
But ſpite of all, away Pd fly. 


Bb 3 CCCCXLI. 
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CCCCXLII. 


HiITHER, venus, with your doves; 

Hither, all ye little loves, 

Round me light your wings diſplay, 

And bear a lover on his way: 

Oh, could I. but, ike Jove.of old, 
Transform myſelf to ſhow'ry gold; 
Or in a ſwan my paſſion ſhroud, 

Or wrap it in an orient cloud; 

What locks, what bars, ſhould then impede, 
Or keep-me from my 1 maid! 


*— 


CCCCXLUL. 


DEAR heart, what a terrible life am I led? 
A dog has a better, that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and day tis de ſame, 

My pain is dere game; | 

Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead, 
Whate'er's to be done, n 
Poor black muſt run: 

Mungo here, Mungo dere, 

Mungo every where; 


; Above and bel 
Sirrah, come, „„ 
Do ſo, and do b. SS v9 oF” * 
Ob eh! | 


N Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 
| | CCCCXLIV. 
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ile THOU whoſe 2 . my 
heart; 
In pity hear a youth e x 
Lzon. I muſt not hear---dear youth, depart--- 
I'm certain I have no deſert _ | 
A gentleman like you to gain... 
LzanD. Then do I ſeek your love in vain ? 
Lzon. It is another's right: 
LEAND —_———And he, 
| Diſtracting thought! muſt happy be, 
| While I am doom'd to pain. 
Urs. Come round, young man, I've been to wy 
Mun. And ſo have I. 
I'm ſure the wall is pott * gh, | * 
If you pleaſe, 2 
ou'll mount with eaſe. 
LzanD. Can you to aid my bliſs __ 
| Shall it be ſo? 
If you ſay no, 
I will not go. i 
Lion. I muſt conſent, however lot: 
But, whenever we deſire, | 
| Make him promiſe to retire. 
Uas. Nay, marry, he ſhall take his oath. 


| LzANnD, 


(. 285 Þ 
bu ax p. By your eyes, of heavenly blue 
By your lips, ambroſial dew ; | 
Your cheeks, where roſe and lily blend; 

Your voice, the muſic of the ſpheres--- 
Mun. Lord o'mercy how he ſwears ! 

He makes my hairs. 

All ſtand an end! | 
Uns. Come, that's enough; aſcend, "OE 
8 Let's be happy while we may; 

Now the old one's far away, | 
Laugh, and fing, and dance, and . - 
Harmleſs pleaſure why delay? 


2 Lr me, when: my "VOIP a: finkings, 
Hear de {ſweet guittar a. aki 3 
When a ftring ſpeak, 
Such mooſic he make, 
Me ſoon am cur'd of tinking.. 
Wid de toot, toot,. toot,. _ 
Of a merry flute, 
And cymbalo 
And tymbalo 
To boot 
We dance and we fing, 
Till we make a houſe ring, 
And tied in his garters old Maſſa may ſwing. 


CCCCXLYI. 


- 


— 
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CCCCXLVI. 


IN vain you bid your captive live, 1 Y 
While you the means of life deny ; | | 
Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give 
To him who muſt without you die. | 
Shut from the ſun's enlivening beam, | 
Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue; 
Its ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 
And me exiſt, depriv'd of you. 


aum—— 


_ CCCCXLVIL. 

OH me, oh me, what ſhall we do? 
The fault is all along of you: © 
You brought him in, why did you ſo 
"Twas not by my deſire, you know. 
| We have but too much cauſe to fear: 

My guardian, when he comes to hear 
We've had a man with us, will kill 
Me, you, and all; indeed he will. 
_ No penitence will pard' procure, 
He'll kill us ev'ry foul, In ſure. 


CCCCXLVI.. 


On. eee this terrible flurry : 
My ſpirits are all in a hurry! | 
And above and below, _ 


From my top to my toe, 


4 282 ) 
Are running about hurry ſcurry. 
My heart in my boſom a bumping, | 
Goes thumping, 
And jumping: 
And thumping: 
Ist a ſpectre I ſee? 
Hence vanith--- Ah me ! 
My ſenſes deceive me x 
Soon reaſon will leave me; . 
What a wretch am 1 deſtin'd to be? 


ccccxl x. 


LEAND. TEN muſt I go 
Lon. Yes, good fir, yes. x 
LzeanD. A parting kiſs} _ 
Lon. No, good fir, no. 
LzanD. It muſt be fo. 
By this, and this, 
Here 1 could for ever grow. 
| *Tis more than mortal bliſs. 
Lzon. Well, now, good night; 
Pray,. eaſe your fright ; 
You're very bold, fir 
Let Ioofe your hold, fir; 
I think you want to ſcareme dite. 
Loan. Oh fortune's Pigbel JE EEG 
Good night, good night. 


Hark E 


{ 289 ) 


| Hark! the neighb'ring convent's bell 
Tolle the veſper hours to tell: 
The clock now chimes ; 
A thouſand times, 1 
A thouſand times . 


N . 
- 


. 
Drtco. 


o forge me fetters that ſhall bind 
The rage of the tempeſtuous wind; 
Sound with a needleful of thread 225 

The depth of Ocean's ſteepy bed; 
Snap like a twig the oak's tough tree; 
Quench Etna with a cup of tea; 
In theſe manceuvres ſhew your {kill, 
Then hold a woman if you an. 


Uss, Permit me to put i in a word; 
My maſter here is quite abſurd. 
That men ſhould rule our ſex is meet; 
But art, not force, muſt do the feat, 
Remember what the fable ſays, » 
Where the ſun's warm and melting rays 
Soon bring about what wind and rain, 
With all their fuſs attempt in vain. | 


Moun. And, Maſſa, be not angry, pray, 
If Neger man a word ſhould ſay ; 
Me have a fable pat as ſhe, 
Which wid dis matter will agree : 


FUE 
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An owl once took it in his head, 
Wid ſome young pretty bird to wed ; 
But when his worſhip came to woo, 
He could get none but de cuckoo. | 


Lron. Ye youth ſelect, ak wiſh to taſte 

The joys of wedlock pure and chaſte, 
Ne'er let the miſtreſs and the friend 

An abject ſlave and tyrant end. 
While each with tender paſſion burns, 
Aſcend the throne of rule by turns; 

And place (to love, to virtue „ 
Security; in mutual truſt. 85 


| Luan. To ſum up ally you now . Wand. 
| Young men and old peruſe the bard : 
A female truſted to your care, | 
(His ruleis pithy, ſhort, and clear) 
Be to her faults a little blind; ' 
Be to her virtues very kind; 
Let all her ways be unconfin'd, | 
And bp your Es on her mind. 


POLLY, 
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ih 
5 


Cee 


PATRIOTS at firſt aloud declare 
Old England's honour they'll purſue ; 
Each ſells himſelf at laſt, and ſwears 
Int'reſt alone was all his view. | 
All the world thro', there's no denying, 
Profit attends on fraud andlying; 
Ev'ry man, liberty! property! crying, 4 
| wan en” s true. 


nies LY S 


— 


of ? 4 


CHEER: up, my lads, let us puſtr on the fray, 
For battles like women are loſt by delay, 
Let us ſeize victory while in our power; 
Alike war and love have their critical hour. 
Our bearts bold and ſteady | 
Should always be ready; 
So, think war a widow, a a kingdom ou dower, 


CCCCLII, 
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' ECCCLII, 
WHEN gold is in hand, 


It gives us command ; 
It makes us lov'd and reſpected. 
'Tis now, as of yore, 
- Wit and ſenſe, when poor, 
Are ſcorn'd, o'erlook'd, and ne glected. 
Tho peeviſh and old, 
If women have gold, | 
They have youth, good. humour, and beauty: 
Among all mankind, | 
Without it we find 
Nor love, nor favour, nor duty, 


oc, 


Tas turtle thus upon the ſpray, 
In murmurs moans his mate: 
Dreads the ſad cauſe that makes her _ 
The gun or net her fate. 
O bring me, bring me back my friend! 
My boſom throbs with fear, 
My life and ſorrow ſoon will end. 
nes 1 ** _ 


<2 +8 
1 


PEEPING 


"6 0-3 


| PEEPING TOM. O'Keeffe, 


 CCCCLYV.. 


GLITTERING triter, dort of faſhion, "OA 
SGaudy inſect ever ranging 


For ſome other feign a paſſion, 
Free me in thy fancy changing. 


Love ne'er blooms where men are wanting, | 
Then how vain tyrannic power; 
Is the ſoil unkind for planting, 
Wbo can raiſe the blooming flower ? 


2 


Self enamour' d- ſwain all ſighing, 
Gazing tender admiration: 

In our eyes their image eyeing, 
There * pay their adoration. 


True love, ſure I will believe N 
While you love yourſelf ſo dearly; 
If I hate, I don't deceive you,. 


Let I fear I love ſincerely. 


cccervi. 


c 2 


Mr. — * Mayor. 
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CCCCLVI. 


MOR. 


| Tar deuce a one but you, pretty Maud, 
I love indeed tis true, pretty Maud, 
One _ nay prithee huſh, 


I vow you mads me bluſh ; 
MAxox. 


Like a roſe bud i in a buſh, pretty Maud. 
AUD, 


Do let me go away, Mr. Mayor. 
* will the people ſay, Mr. MAYOrs 
: | Maryor. 
Let them 3 as they will. 
Of love I'll have my fill, 
ow a dove Ill coo and bill; 
„ Mann.  - 
You ſhall not coo and bill; Mr, Mayor. 
| ' Mayor, 
wi Maud, pretty Maud, 
© By all that's great and grand, pretty Maud 3 
Golden aluin, and lilly wand, deen Maud, 
Th "as b. 
Tis all of little uſe, , | 
Chain and wand I muſt OY 
For the needle, thimble, gooſe, | | 


Ss 
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CCCCLVII. 
Tow. MRRV are the bells, 
And merry do they ring, 

Cra. Merry was myſelf, and merry cou'd1 Sing. 

Cho. Merry is your ding-dong happy gay and 
free, f 

Merry with a ſing ſong, merry let us be. 8 

May. Waddle goes your gait, 

Tom. Hallow are your hoſe, 

Max. Noddle goes your pate, 

Tom. And purple is your noſe. 

Cno. _—_ 1s yu 3 happy gay and 

free, 


And witha n ſongs merry let us be. 


CCCCLVIIL. 


e we had a glorious feaſt, 

So good in kind, ſo nicely dreſt, ho 

Our liquor too was of the b2{t---I" ll tell you, 

One leg of mutton, two fat geeſe, 

With beans and bacon, ducks and peaſe, | 
In ſhort we'd every thing to pleaſe---the belly. | 


* 


The clock ſtruck twelve in merry chime, 
The prieſt ſaid grace in Saxon rhime, 
Says I, to me this is no time---for playing, 
The room was full when 1 came in, 
But ſoon I napkin'd up my chin, 
With knife ang fork I now begin---to lay in. 
; Cc 3 / Tad 
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The Curate * at 2 a rate, 


* Of dues and tithe pigs us'd to prate, 
In filence fat behind his plate---a peeping. 
E Moſt church-men like the vicar, too, 


| : A ſhepherd to his flock below, f 
Linke any wolf, good mutton now---was Has fe in. 


We nodded health, for no one ſpoke, 
> The cloth roll'd off, we crack'd a joke, | 
And drunk the king, and ſung and * | 

Our reck'ning out, they call a whip, | 


Ĩ ſteals my hat, and home I trip, 


[ My pretty Maud your velvet lip---to ſmack-o. 


 CCECLIX. 


: + Your worſhip your wings may clap, 


. And think yourſelf the great city cock; 

© You'll never my Maud entrap, 
| For ſhe's the hen of a pretty cock. 

Ha? done with your winks, and your leers, 
For Tom's a taylor that's knowing, fir, 
| Pl trim you myſelf with my ſhears, 
As then you'll ha"done with your crowing, ſir. 

| Your worſhip your wings, Kc. | 


My wife is 2 white-legged fowl, 
Can bill like a thruſh, or a dove i in atree; | 


But never will pair with an owl, 


My worſhipful Mayor of Coventry. : 
Your * your War bc. 


' 


| eccoLx. | 
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CCCCLX. 


WIEN I was 2 Wee 0 liv'd with my dad, 


The neighbours all thonght me = ſmart little lad; 
My mammy ſhe call'd me a white-headed boy, | 
Becauſe with the laſſes I liked to toy. - 

There was Ciſs, Priſs, Letty and Betty, and Doll, 


With Meg, Peg, Jenny, and Winney, and Moll, 
I flatter'd their chatter ſo ſprightly and gay, 


I rumble em, tumble em, chat 8 my way. 


One fine froſty morning, a going to ſchool, 
Young Moggy I met, and thegall'd me fool; 
Her mouth was my primer; a leſſon I took; 
I ſwore it was pretty, and I kiſſed the book; | 
But ſchool, fool, primmer and trimmer and birch, 
And wo for the girls I have left in the lurch, < 
I flatter'd, &c. 


It's very well known I ean dance a good ji jig, 
And at cudgels from Robin I won a fat pig; 
I canwreſtle a fall, and the bar I can fling ; 
And when o'er a flaggon can ſweetly ſing: 
But Pig, Jig, wicket and cricket and ball, IEP 
I'd * uP to wreſtle. with Moggy a fall. 
I flatter'd, &c. ' 


6 1 


The 2U AK E R---Dibdin- 


PE 
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ccclxl. | 
291 LOCE'D up all my treaſure, 


” TI journey'd many a mile, 
And by my grief did meaſure 
The paſſing time the while. 


My buſineſs. done and over, 
| I haſten'd back amain, 
Like an expecting lover, 

To view it once again. 


But this delight was ſtifled, 
As it began to dawn, 
I found the caſket rifled, 
A my a 1 


1 _ — 


CCCCLXIT. 


Wourn are Will-o'the Whiſps tis . 
The cloſer they ſeem till the more they retire 3 3 
They teaze you, and jade you, | 
And round about lead you, 
Without hopes of ſhelter, 
an ue, helter-ſkelter, 


'Thro? water and fire: = 


And 


-_ 
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And when you believe every danger and pain : 
From your heart you may baniſh, 

And you're near the poſſeſſion of what you deſires 
That inſtant they vaniſh, | 

And the devil a bit can you catch them again. 


By ſome they” re not badly compar'd to the ſea, 
Which is calm and tempeſtuous within the ſame 
hour ; 
Some ſay they are Syrens, but 1 it from me, 
They're a ſweet race of angels, o'er man that 
have power, 
His perſon, his heart, nay his reaſon to 8 
| And lead the Jour creature wherever they pls 


3 


' CCCCLXIIT. 


Wink the lads of the village ſhall merrily, akt 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand the along, 
And I fay unto thee, that verily, ah! 


Thou and T will be firft in the throng, 
While the lads, &c. 


_ Joſt the when the Hopln whe laſt year won the | 
wer, : 
With his mates ſhall the ſports have begun, 

When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from 
„„ 

And thou long' ſt in thy heart to make one: 
| Whilſt the lads, &c. 


Thoſe 


5 * oo 7 -/ | 

Thoſe Joys which are n what mortal can 
r 

Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 

And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
fame, 
Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee. 
While the lads, &c. | 


CECCLXIV. 


I SAID to wr now, Floretta, en I, 2 
_ Suppoſing the caſe was your own 3 | 
Would you not be the firſt ev'ry method to try, 
| 0 get rid of this canting old drone. 

You well know you wou'd, and you're worſe thaw 

« Tanks 
Il one minute you heſitate {Rh 
In juſtice you ſhould not your wits ſet to work, 
To bring Lubin and Gillian together, 


To be certain, old Formal will frown and look | 
| 5 blue, 8 
| Call you baggage, deceitful bold-face, 
With all manner of names he can lay his tongue to 
And perhaps turn you out of your place. 
What of that ? Let him * let him * all his ; 
| —_ .- 
Tour heart ſtill as light as 4 feather, | 
With truth ſhall aſſure you tis but doing right, 
To bring Gillian and Lubin together. 
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CCCCLXV. 


Tas captive linnet newly taken, 53 * 


Vainly ſtrives and vents its rage; 
With ſtruggling pants, by hopes forſaken, 
And flutters in its golden cage. 
Zut once releas'd, to freedom ſoaring, 
Quickly on ſome neighbouring tree, 
It ſings, as if its thanks *twere pouring, 
To bleſs the hand that ſet it free. 


D 


CCCLAVL. 


Tk face which W dilplays 
An index of the mind, POE 

Dame Nature has her various ways | 
To ſtamp on human kind. 


Purs'd brows denote the purſe-proud man, 
Intent on ſome new ſcheme; 

Clos'd eyes the politician. 
For ever in a dream. 


But features of ingenuous kind, 
Which ſemblance bear of truth, 
Diſplay, methinks, in face and mind 
Ihe portrait of this youth. 


CCCCLXAVIL 


1 r 


CCCCLXVII. 


Wrru reſpect, Sir, to you be it ſpoken, 
S8o well do I like your advice, 
He ſhall have it, and by the ſame token, 
I don't much intend to be nice. 


There's ſomething ſo comical in it, 
1 ne'er was ſo tickled by half; x 
And was I todie the next minute. 
I verily believe I ſhould laugh. 
Affairs happen better and better, 
Your worſhip; but mind the old put, 
When firſt he looks over tha letter, 
I fay, what a figure he'll cut. 


There's ſomething, &c. 


CCCCLXVUL 
IN verity, damſch, thou furely wilt find, 


That my manners are ſimple and plain 
That my words and my CN „ my lips and my 
mind, 
By my own good will never are twain, uk 
1 love thee—umpltitt on 
Would move eee 
Of love to be partaler-. 
Relent then - umph! 
Conſent then---umph ! 
* take thy upright Quaker. 1 
0 


6303) 
Tho' vain I am not, nor of fgppery poſſeſs'd, 
Wouldſt thou yield to be wedded to me, 
Thou ſhouldſt find, gentle damſel, a heart in my 
| breaſt 
As joyful as joyful can be. 
I love thee, &c. 


CCCCLXIX 
AGAIN I feel my boſom bound, 
My heart fits lightly on its ſeat; 


My griefs are all in rapture drown'd, 
In every pulſe new pleaſure beat. 


Upon my troubled mind at laſt, _ 
Kind fate has pour'd a friendly balm "4 
So after dreadful perils paſt, h 
| [Arlen fcc a ſmiling calm. 


4 


—— wat 


| CCCCLXX. 


Winne. the rofy morn appearing | | 
Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 

Beeb, on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn, 


- Warbli 


5 


* 
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Wenn hed, the f dsl 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain; 
They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
Jo ſecure the golden grain. 


See, content, the humble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall! 
Nature, all her children viewing, 

Kindly bounteous, cares for all. 


Cl. 


WHEN Wittiam at eve meets me Gon at. the 
ſtile, 5 
How ſweet is the 8 8 fong! pb 
Of the day I forget all the labour and toil, 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branehes among. 


Dy her beams, without . L hear him com- 
plain, 
And believe every word of his ſong: 


/ 


You know not how ſweet tis to love the dear ſwain, 


Whilſt the e yon branches among. 


— 


CY 


HR mouth, which a file, x 
Devoid of all guile, . g 3 
Half opens to view, _ + 
Is the bud of the roſe, |: | 
In the morning that blows, | 8 


a d with he dey. 


More 


(35 
More fragrant her breath 
Than the flower-ſcented heath 

At the dawning of daß, 

The hawthornin bloom, 


The lily*s perfume, | WW 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 


” 
i ee ds acer —_— 
FFF * 
o 


CCCCLXXIII. 


By dawn to the downs we repair, b 
With boſoms right jocund and gay, 3 
And gain more than pheaſant or hare - 
Gain health by the ſports of the dag. 
Mark! mark! to the right hand, prepare 
See, Diana ſhe points! ſee, they riſe--- 
See, they float on the boſom of air! 
Fire away | v loud echo replies 


Fire away. 8 
Fark! che ts reſounds to the ſkies ! 1 8 
-  Whiſt echo in thunder replies * „ 
In thunder replies, | | 50 
And reſounds to the ſkies, 


Fire away! Fire away! Fire away. 


136) 


v n Tr. 
CCCCLXXIV. 
WIII IAM. 


I VE kiſs'd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd 'em as oft d*ye ſee! 
But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 


The maid of the mill for me. 
| PrHorBE., 
There's fifty young men have told me fine tales,” 
And call'd me the faireſt ſhe; _ 
But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſport on the green, 
PO Ty CR e rho 


5 WII IIAM. 


Her eyes are as black as the ſioe in the ben. 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May; + © 
Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, - 
Her breath like the new-made hay. 
 PROEBER, _ 
He's tall, and he's trait as the poplar tree, 
| His cheeks are as freſh as the roſe; 
He looks likes a ſquire of high degree 
When dreſt in his Sunday eloaths. ö 
PuoOERE. | 


T here” 8 if young men, &c. 
WILLIAM. | | 
Pre Kid and I've pratled, &c. 


35 „ Go CCCCLXXV. 


— 


1 


cc. 


Wir bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
Till Phœbe promis'd to be there, 


I loiter'd, laſt of all the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay or filken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy; 
For what is gold compar d ta love 


My poſy on her boſom plac d 

Coulqd Harry's ſweeeter ſeents exhale t 
Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 

And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 


With ſcorn the hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic prefents move : 


Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, 
And gold, alas a baniſb'd love. 


CCCCLAXVL. | 


ERE bright Roſina met my eyes, 
Ho peaceful paſs'd the joyous day! 

In rural ſports I gain'd the prize, 

Each virgin liſten'd to my lay. 

But now no more Ftouch the lyre, 


+ No more the ruſtic ſport can pleaſey 4. 
| 1 live the fave of fond\deſire, TY 


Tot to alf, to aten and cn 
1 


The tree that in a happier hour, : 
IJ It's boughs extended o'er the plain, 
E When blaſted by the lightning's power, 
= Nor * the ict nor ſhades the * : 


. „ 
* 


cCoeœcclxxvnl. 


How bieſt, my fair, who on thy face © 

Uncheck'd by fear, may fondly gaze? _ 
Who, when he breathes the tender ſigh, 22 

Beholds no anger in thine eye! 1 


* 


Ah, then, what; joys await the ſwain, 


Who ardent pleads, nor pleads in vain 
Whaſe voice with rapture all divine. 
M * fa, © 6 * This heart 3 is mine b. ; 
The ROMP. bie, 
:  eceetayryns. id Jars 21 


Vu maidens all come e liſten FE SV EA 39 77 
And ponder well che words which ee. 

A damſel once there dwelt in London city, 
2 * hearts young man ſtole away. 
* x Her 


%. 


63% | 
Her guardian croſs, would fain have made! 


| awd? | 
A grocer's 'prentice living in cheapſide; 
But he with her his point could never carry, 
For ſooner than conſent-ſhe would have died. 


Ye maidens, by this damſel take example, 
And never fickle nor falſe-hearted prove, 
Nor let old folks on your affection trample, 


For what's the world, compar'd o one's true 
love. 


* 


— — 


— 


i ' CECCLAXIX." LA 


n e eee 
So let him---the peeviſh curmudgeon + . 
Egad, if you mind me, 
As ſtout you ſhall find _— 
As he is bluff, 


The captain has won my 3 . 
And who ſhall my humour thwart; 1 
I like him and love him 
And ſinee I approve him, 
I'll have him, and that 8 enough. 


Im ſick when I think of your brother, 
And was there on earth 1 ne'er another, 


He ſhould not my mind ſubdue, 
To wed him they may force me, 
But then hell ſoon divorce 1 me, 


For faith he ſhall fig cuckoo. 
Perhaps he may, Kc. 5 


ws" Ccccclixxx. 


* 


te 


— 


* 2 
Vo filly old af, 
7 .__ To come to this paſs : 2 
Kt 1 your follies begin you : 
| Art mad, or in drink ? 8 
; Por my part, I think 
| + © *Phe devil himfelf is got in you. 
And you, maſter fop, 
Go ſtick to your ſhop, | 
And ſhew yourſelf handy and willing 
Or elſe do you ſee, 1 
Take this much from me, 
Tu cut —— of i a ſhilling. 
5 ccolxxxl. 
Dran me: bew 1 bug ebam 
And in my eoach to be carrieds | 
Befide-me a ſee. : 


Hy t 20 _— charming ill he, 
Mx hpſband and, MA ee 
A veet little baby, 


Its tongue ir = bh Whew 1 
__  Papa,. papa! 
M-[jma, mama, : 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, * 


n 


Oh, gracious ! what calling, 

What ſtamping, what bawling, | 

When firſt I am miſs'd by the clan! 

Miſs Molly will chatter. 

Old Square Toes will clatter, | 

But catch me again if they can. 
Dear me, how I long, &c. 


— 


—_— 


RIVAL CANDIDATES. Rev. H. Bate Dualy. 


oO, ew; 


SOFT Fancy thou truant to me, 
My ſummons, oh, quickly obey ! | 
eglected by Byron and thee. 
How heavily paſſes the day. 
Thy charms I've miſtaken for Love's - 
So artfully doſt thou beguile, 
Thuy magic enlivens the groves, 


When he has forgotten to ſmile. 


4 


CCCCLXXXILL. 


Yau ſoft aaa Frome 

No heart you'll trepan 

With your ſighing—-heigho! 

For that s not the EY a fond damſel to woo z 


A truce 


; ( gia -)} 


A truce to your whining, 


Your ſobbing, and pining ; 
But prefs her ! 


Careſs her! 
The buſineſs is done, and ſhe'll ſoon buckle too. 


if 


CCCCLXXXIV. 


WIA new curſes ſpring up. 
To repleniſh man's cap, 
Tho' heaven in pity has borrow'd his wiſe! ? 
His daughter will grieve him, 
With plots to deceive him: 
But mine !---oh, I'll match ker, N 
The firſt time I catch her 
Anempt, a young Jade, t. to embitter my life 1 


| CCCCLXXXV. 


Lovs unfetter'd is a blefling 
Nature's commoners enjoy; 
Source of raptures paſt expreſſing, 
Which no tyrant laws deſtroy. 
Come ye ſongſters ! wing around me, 
Tell me all ye know of love: 
Watchful of your young you've found me; 
Hark they carol thro the grove. - 
| Love * &. 


dt. 1222 —_—_ 


7 


7 
+ , 
* 


cCccclxxxvi. 


1 


CœccLxxxvl. 


SINCE his worſhip forſooth, 
Having loſt his ſweet tooth, 
Forbids you Love's feaſt 
: Which no more he can taſte, 
Be advis'd, and he'll find you a tartar!. 
Talk of lovers to vex "pd 
Intrigue to perplex him: 
give nature the lye * 
By my ftars would not ! | 
Though I dy'd the next moment her martyr. 


# _ Hal 3 4 


CCCCLXRXVE: 


Fubus the midnight tempeſt raging | 
Strikes the ſailor with diſmay, 

Furious winds, and waves engaging, 
Baniſh ev'ry hope of day! 


| | 
But at dawn, their wrath a | 


— —— 


Ocean wears a tranquil face; | 
Joy, through every current gliding - 
— Calms his boſom into e | | [ 
— 


ht c CLV. 


How oft thre this reſponſive — 1 
Has ſofteſt echo toĩd my tale 
Whene'er ſlie caught my noteꝰs of love, 1 
Sher gently bore them down the vale ! 


( 314 ) 
The ſcene renew'd, my wakeful breaſt 
Now 1. beats to love's alarms; 


Ye pow'rs who pity the diſtreſt, 
Tranſport me to Narciſſa's arms 


CCCCLXXXIX. 


Form ladies may tell us 
They hate pretty fellows, 
Deſpiſe little Cupid---his quiver, and dart, 
But when love's only by, 
Not a prude will deny, 
That a man tho' a tyrant's the lord of ber . 
. So bewitching a creature ! | 
So noble each feature! 
My boſom commands me to take his dear part 5 
5 Then how can I conceal 8 
What my eyes will reveal 1. 
| That he muſt, and he will be---the lord of my 


: * ® ©; 


NS. * $ | 1 X | 
- Mere Ie 
4 * P { s 


cee, 5 


Lil, in vain, _ 
1 Hopes to bewitch us p65 4 loves artful wiles 
Ceeaſe to do ſo ; 


Since you all Gs bali Ra el! 
A pres for dmgls and files. BY 
Ne Gentler 


„ 
4 
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Gentler beaux that pow'r poſſeſſing 

Yield no more to your alarms, - 
| Each his ſcented ſelf careſſing, 

| Quite enamour'd with his charms! 

Pretty playthings all adieu 
Now diſſolve in am'rous ſighs, 

We a ſofter clime purſue, 
Froze too long beneath your eyes. 


—— 


CCCCXCL. 
NaRcissa. : | 


Roser archer come away! g 
Give your train a holiday, 
Lay your bow and quiver hy, 
Ceaſe to wound, and hither hie 
Roſy archer, &. 


3 By RON. ; 
Hither bring the ſmiling graces, | 
And the loves with cherub faces, 
Bid the valleys laugh and ſay, | 
66 Love has made a holiday!“ 
Hither . &c. 


SIR Harxy. 
Lips of coral! eyes ſo pretty 
Out of luck foregad was I: 
Tho? I'm chous'd, 1'll join the ditty — 
| Down thou little riſing ſigh. 
Vor. J. E e May 


6 316 ) 


May 26 tender prittle-prattle- 
Keep the day for ever bright, 


77 And no jealous tittle-tattle, 


Mar the raptures of the night! 
May Love's tender, ke. 


"Jan N r. 15 
Gentlefolks if you'll permit me 
I've a word or two to ſay, 
Tho? perhaps it may'nt befit me, 
On my lady's wedding-day: 
Graveſt Don with eye of ferrit 
Tho? he practiſe all his art, 
Cannot break a woman's ſpirit, 
Tini he's ſtrength to break her heart, 
Graveſt Don, with eye, &c. 
a GaNERKAL Worry. 
Brother Grey-beards ſhort's my ſtory, 
Read your features in this glaſs, 
Here's a convert now. before ye 
| Metamorphos d from. an aſs.: 
When a.ſwain.of merit woos- her. 
Make your girl a happy wife; 
Nature bids you nat refüſe her, 


In the criſis of her life! 
When a ſwain, &c. 


ROBIN 


ROBIN wo- 


» 8 _ INE 


wb » 2661 we of Pf 


cox. 


INS Sen grove, 
The ſweets of love. 
We'll taſte and drink till we're mellow; | 
With dimpled ſmiles 
Sly winksand wites, s, 
Each laſs will pleaſe hoy flow 
Rantingy 18 
Flanting, 
Gay r 
Suech ſports the like neꝰ er ſeen 0 ! 
Hey down derry, derry, 
Merry maids and archers, 
Trop! it on the green Ou 


| Y 
* 1 + * p 


bp 2 
oo. 2 
| 1 MEND poses and cane, 


8 * 


Hoop juggs, patch kettles and 8 


And over the country See 22 © G 
J ſing without meafure, 


Nor fear loſs of treaſure, : 
And carry my all in my budget. 


: oY > Ee 2 Here 


0 3160 
Here under the green-leav'd buſhes, 


Oh how wel firk it, 
Caper and jirk it, 


Singing as blithe as thruſhes, 


I'm not plagued with a wife, 
Live free from conteſt and ſtrife, 


-” 


Blow high, blow eie never 


minds it. 


I eat when 'm hungry, | 
Drink when I'm dry. 
Join pleaſure n I | bnd it. 


Here under the euere _ xe 


Oh how-we'll firk it, 
Ciaper and jirk it, * 
Singing as blithe as thruſhes, » 


Yr ps powers who wa 1 your fa, 


- bend from your bowers above; 
Say, why ſhould diſtreſs and deſpair 
Be the conſtant attendants on love? 


Should war with its wide ſpreading 2 1 


Of nations the ſcourge and the — 
To ten- fold its rage be enereas d. 
The torments of lovers are worls, 


* 


| | 
© i 
- | 505 
I - * 
. „ 


| ( 319") 
Ye power's who make virtue your care, 
O bend from your bowers above; 
Say, why ſhould diftrefs and deſpair” - 
Be the conſtant attendants on love Fm ry 


\ 7 + 


CCOCxeV. i 


THz tag 3 the Foreſt when mw, by 
the horn, 

Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wretched, 
forlorn; 

Quick panting, heart burſting, the bounds x now 
in view, 

Speed doubles, ſpeed doubles, they eager purſue. 

But *ſcaping the hunters, Ir, ov eps. the 


. groves. 
| Forgetting paſt evils, with-freedum be ems 


Not ſo in his foul, who from tyrant love flies, 
The ſhaft ftill remains, and: deſpairing he dies. i 


„ 0 


122ä(— 


CCCCXCVI. 


1 TRAVERS'D Judah's barren ſand, 
At beauty's altar to adore; 5 
But there the Turk had fpoil'd che land- 
And Sion's daughters were no W 


E e 3 „ 


e 
In Greece the bold imperious mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 


Bade Love's devotion not be . BED 


Where conſtancy is never nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair-ſhore, 

I urg'd my never ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's temple bore 
A A minddevoted ſtill to pray. 
But there too Superſtition's hand 
Had fickly'd every feature o'er, 
And me ſoon regain the land, 
Where beauty fills the weſtern 88 


Where Hymen with cæleſtial power 

. Conppbial tranſport doth adorn, 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, 
That uſhers in each happy morn. 


ve daughters of old Albion's Iſle, 

Where er I go, where'er I.ftray, 
O, Charity's ſweet children, ſmile, 
To cheer a Pilgrim on his way 


— 


CCCCXCVIL. 


* 
Tas trump of "ING your name has nes, 5 


Its praiſe has ſounded far and near; 


Stout Little John, with laurel wreath'd, 


Hath-reaCh'd each dame and damſel's ear. 


But *ti not you; bold Robin Hood 
F come to ſeek with bended bow. 


That 


6321) 


That man of might 
I fain would fight, 
And conquer with my oh, ho, oh! 
Through froſt and ſnow, 
Though cold winds blow 
I never fail, 
In rain or hail, 
Though thunders roll 
From pole to pole, 
To conquer with my oh, ho, ho! 

With bended bow, | 
The buck or doe, | 
I never fail, 
Through rain or hail, 
Though thunders roll 
From pole to pole, | 

To conquer with my oh, ho, ho! 


- CCCCXCVIIL. 


HER hair islike a golden clue, 
Drawn from Minerva's loom; 
Her lips carnations dropping dew, 

Her breath is a perfume, 


Her brow is like the mountain now 2 . 
Gilt by the morning bem 

Her cheeks like living roſes blow, 
Her eyes like azure ſtream. 


| Adieu 


6322) 


Adieu, my friend, be me forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd; 

But may that happineſs be thine, 
Which I can never taſte. 


— 
5 


CCCOXCIX, 


By dark grove, ſhade, or winding dell. 
We merry maids and archers dwell ; 
In quiet here, from worldly firife, 
We paſs a cheerful rural fe: 
And by the moon's pale quivering beams, 
We friſk it near the chryſtal fireams. 


Our ftation's on the king's high-way, 
We rob the rich the poor to pay: + 
The woe-worn wretch we ſtill protect, 
The widow, orphan 'ne*er neglect: 

Fat churchmen proud we cauſe to ſtand, 
And whiſtle for our ſteady band, 


2 = 2 
wy D. : 


1 Lov E you, * Heaven, what can 1 ſay more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling; 
If thou yield f not at once, : muſt e 'en Y thee 
oe, = 4 


: 


* ForI'm but a novice at fooling. 1 


( 323 ) 


What my love wants in words, it ſhall make up 
| | in deeds, | 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in u muff, child ? 
A performance, you know well, a promiſe exceeds 
And a word to the wiſe is enough, child. 


„ 
MaRGARITTA frft poſſeſt, 
I remember well my breaſt, 
With her row dedow dow de dow dowderrow. 


With my reſtleſs heart next play d 
Martha, buxom ſloe- ey d maid, 
With her tantarara row. 


She to Katharine gave place; | 
Kate, to Betſy s am'rous face. 
| Wich, Kc. eee e e 
Mary then, and pentle-Ann, N 
Both to reign at once began, | 
| With-their, &c. © 


Jenny next, a tyrant ſhe, 
But Rebecca ſet me free, 
Wich my, & c. 
In a week from her I fled, 
And took Judith in her ſtead, 
With my, &c. 


She poſſeſs'd a wond*rous grace, 
But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
een Go 


3460 
lla's rolling eye, 
; Lage Suſan's preſently, 

. ; 7. 4 With her, & c. 


_ Brown-ſkinn'd Beſs I next obey'd, | 
Then tov'd Nanny, red-hair'd maid, 1 1 8 S 
5 With my. Kc. 


None could bind me, I am free, 
Vet love all the fair 1 ſee, 
With my tantarara row. 


With my row de dow dow de dow dow, LE 


derrow, 
Tankinee pant : T3 Wy 
— 's WE 
Dl. 


— Warn ge 8 Wr e expands the foals... 
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How pleaſure hovers round the bowl! 
Avaunt ye cares of Fancy's crew, 
And give the guilty wretch his due: 
But oe the juice of ſparkling wine 
My groſſer ſenſe of love refine: 

As Jove his near drinks above, 2 
TI quaff whole goblets full of love. FR 
Then why ſhou'd: Lat life repine i 
Bring me Venus, ,bring me Wine, 
Fill the ever- flowing bowl, 

In circles gay and pleaſures roll. 

Eyes open, ever fre, 
Hail, thou friend to jollity | | 
My brows with Bacchus? ering 
I'll live to love---my cares are drown 


PII. 


** 


As burns the charger when he hears 
The trumpet's martial ſound ; 
Eager to ſcour the field he rears, 
And ſpurns th? indented ground; 
He ſnuffs the air, erects his flowing mane, 


Scents the big war, and ſweeps along the plain. 


Impatient thus my ardent ſoul 
Bounds forth on wings of wind, 

And ſpurns the moments as they roll, 
With lagging pace behind. 


— — 


— 


Dry. 


Oxcx ſhe was Cs now. | he's 11 


As the ſpringing ſeaſon glad, 
B'er beheld in its domain; 

Or fair Summer in her train: 
Or rich Autumn in his year : 
Sing ſhe could as ſky lark clear, 
E'er, alas! with grief to tell, 
Into ways of ſhame ſhe fell. 
Now her burthen's conſtantly, 

ce. Pity me, maids, pity me "WH 
* Pity me, a-ruin'd maid, . 


«« Pining in the cypreſs ſhade,” - 


Woods 


( 326) 

Woods that wave o'er mountain tops 
 Ofer whoſe moſs the titmouſe hops, 
Tell her tale to ruſtling gales, 

_ Fountains weep it through the yales ; 
And, with her own ſorrow faint, 
Sighing Echo joins the plaint 5 

artha fair, for ever ſad, 

W melancholy mad, 

And thus ſings ſhe bitterly : - 

4 Pity me, maids, pity me, 
cc Pity me, a ruined maid, . 
40 Shae: fo in the 6 ps * * 


> : | DV. 5 
Hark! PR leafy woods reſounding 


Echo to the bugle horn ; 


Swift the ſtag with vigour 8 f 
Leaps the break, and clears the thorn. 


Ev'ry heart his cunning trying, 

_ Shafts arreſt his airy flight; _ 
High he leaps, the hounds full crying. 

Nou he's vaniſh'd from our ſight. 

_ Twanging bows with death purſuing, 

Now he'rears and turns his head, 

Bays the dogs; but-nought-from ruin, 

Nought can ſave---he falls---he's dead. 


Sound 5 


(% 


Sound the horn, huzza in chorus, 
We are free from care, my boys; 
Rural pleaſures lie before us, 


Health, and length, and One of joys. 


DV; 


SN ck all my hopes, dear maid, 

Are blown to air, | 

And my fond heart's betrayed 
: To ſad deſpair; 4 F 
Here in this wilderneſs _ FF 
My ſorrows I'll rehearſe, - i 

And thy hard-heartedneſs, 
Thou crael fair. by 


Wild fruits ſhall be my meat; 9 
J'Il drink the ſpring; | 

Cold earth ſhall be my feat 3 5 f 
For covering 3 

Pl have the ſtarry ſky. 

My head to canopy, 1 

Until my ſoul on high "2: 
Doth take her wing. 


No bell, no fun'ral fire, 
No tears for me; | 4: 
No grave do I defire, + | -x4 
Nor obſequy. ' — 5 3 N 


* 


me 8 


8 | ; Ff The 


(328) 


The gentle red-breaſt, he 

With leaves will cover me, 

And ſing my elegy 
Mu,-yͥſt dolefully. 


pvII. 


GENTI x bomethe Freed fire, | 
Lay the veniſon down toroaſt; 
Dreſs it quickly I deſire, 
In the dripping put a'toaſt: _ 
Hark! T hear the jack go 72 WY 
O the veniſon's nicely brown 


W ducklings, _=_ meat; 
Capon, widgeon, partridge, quail; 
Pies, tarts, dumplings, puddings ſweet; 
Peas and beans, and butter'd kale; * 
Spjices hunger to create; 6 
© Oye Gods ! how Iſhould eat! 


On the table dinner lies, 
- See the charming white and oo; 
Cut it up, the gravy flies, 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed. 


Hark! I hear the jack go round; 
O the veniſon's nicely W 


See they ſpread the lily cloth, — 
Knives are ſharp and forks are clean; 
Pickles criſp, and ſallads both, | | 
Now appear ſo freſh and green ; EY | 
| With ſtrong beer, old ale and wine, : = 
D, ye Gods! how 'I ſhould dine! | 1 


— 


DVIII. 
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DVIII. 
My name is little Harry-O 
Mary I will marry-O 


In ſpite of Nell, or Iſabel, 
15 follow my own vagary- O. 


With my rigdamjigdum ane {vw | 


llove little Mary-O, 
In ſpite of Neil, 
Or Habel, 
Ie follow my own vagary-O. 
Smart ſhe is and bonny-O, - 
Sweet as ſugar candy-O; 
Freſh-and gay, 
As flow'rs in May,  _T 
And I'm her Jack-a-dandy-O. 
With my, &c. 
Soon to church I'll have ber 0. 
Where we'll wed together-O; 
And that, that done, 
Then we'll have fun, 
In ſpite of wind and weather-O. 
With my rigdum jigdum ey * 
I love little Mary; 
In ſpite of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 


PIl follow my own vagary- O. 


Ff2 
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Cy 


DIX. 


: Wei to the 3 r of Robin Hood, | 


This is the wedding day; 


And merrily in blithe Sherwood, 


Brideſmaids and brideſmen play. 
Then follow me, my bonny laſs 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee; 
For the minſtrels ſing, | 
And the ſweet bells ring, 


And they feaſt right merrily, merrily. 


The humming beer flows round in pails, 
With mead that's ſtout and old; 
And am'rous virgins tell love tales, 
To thaw the heart that's cold. 
Then follow, me, &c „ 


| There dancing ſprightly on che green, 


Each light- foot lad and laſs; 


Sly ſtealing kiſſes when unſeen, 


And jingling glaſs with glaſs. 
| Then follow, me, &c. 


* 


DX. 


Hark! the 3 choke 4 

Hark! ! the azure welkin rings, 
Hills with joy reſound; 

Cowiſlips glad the laughing fields, | 

Fragrant thyme its odour yields, 
Violets breathe around. 
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Elms their verdant honour ſpread, 

Dew- drops gild the moſſy bed, 
Daiſies bloom among; 

Soft and joyous through the ſkies, 

Thouſand ſprighly voices riſe, 

Echo joins the ſong. 


Bliſsful ſcenes ſoon paſs away, 

Pride's the glimmer of a day, 
Flies on rapid wing; ; 

Learn to know, vain mortal man, 

Fleeting life is but a ſpan, 
Emblem of the ſpring. 


_ DXT. 

CHARMING Clorinda ! ev'ry note 

You breathe theſe words among, 

Shall move my grateful tongue, 
Swelling my ardent throat, 

Homage devout to pay, 

Love harmonize the lay, 

And ſooth her with the ſong ! 


Should he, bewilder'd chance to ray, 
Ye ſongſters, near your grove, 
To her your notes belong; 
My ſoul its ſenſe ſhall prove, 
My voice its-powers diſplay, 
Love harmonize the lay, 
And ſoothe her with the ſong ! 


FF £9 
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25 5 XI . 5 
Warn Spring has chac'd the Winter 8 ſow, 


And melting ſtreams begin to flow ; 
When ſunbeams thaw the froſt-bound ſoil, 
And plowmen riſe to morning toil, 


My John then wanders o'er the fields, 


And brings me all the ſeaſon yields. 
To me he ſings the ſweets of love, 


As careleſs thro' the woods we rove ; 


Then urges me to be his wife, 


And vows he'll conſtant prove thro? life: 
Then, Prudence, ſay, am I to blame 


To own for John a mutual flame? 


RICHARD COEUR de LION.---Macnalh. 


DXI. 
 Inap a wife of my own, 


Still with her tongue ſhe chatter'd; on ; 
Never could let me alone, 


Scamper'd, ſcolded, and clatter'd on; 
Blockhead, aſs, cuckold, and drone, 

With theſe foft words ſhe latter d o on; 
Not in my body a bone d 


But with her knuckles ſhe batter'd on. 1 
Kept 
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Kept me quite under her thumb, 
7 Toſt my hat and wig-about, 

If I ſaid nothing but mum; W 
Toſt my hat and wig about, 
TwirPd me like a jigg about, 

Making my body a drum; 

Trivally beating and jigg about, 

I was obliged to go glum, 

Like an old grunting pig about. 


7 _ DXIV. | 
OH, ſoft remembrance ! airy flight, 
Thou ſecond life of bliſs and pain; 
Exquiſite ſenſe of keen delight, 
Who giv'ſt our feeling back again, 
How bright thy downy ſlumbers are, 
Where love and tender fancy beams, 
The ſweeteſt notes which fleet the air, 
1 Awake at once thy fairy dreams. 
* But Hope, too long deluded joins, 
No more with thine her lovely form; 3 
Nor copies from thy fainter lines, 
The ſcenes her ſtrong ideas warm. 


<4 
Ly I LOVE no lover but one, 
He loves no other but me, 
Willing to make me his own, 
9 I'm ready his own to be; 
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For he's a blade of ſpunk, + 
Can ſing Catch, Carrol, and Glee ; 
Not like the lazy hunk, | 
This great booby. 
By moon-light on the gay green, 
My maiden heart he firſt won: 
Each day at my door was he ſeen, 
Before the beams of the ſun. 
For he's a blade, &c.- 
Then ſay, you looby, ſhall I 
Give up the man of my mind ; 
No, ſooner, blockhead, T'd die, 
Than marry a clown unkind. 
My ſwain's a blade of fpunk, &c. 


e . 

Who bid'ſ the vivid lightnings roll; 
Movꝰſt to ſoft harps the ſphery frame, 
And wakes to extacy the ſoul. 


« O-parent, ſource of every 1 85 - 

„ Arrang'd thro' ev'ry nice degree: 
« How few have rightly underſtood + - 

e The laws of order fram'd by thee.” 


For thee the Poet's ſtrain ſhall flow, , 
Inſpirer of the vocal ftrings; | 
And Philomel forget her woe, 


I Toaid thee by whoſe aid ſhe ſings. 


RICHARD _. 
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RICHARD COEUR de LION.---Burgoyne. 


TE merry dance I dearly love, | 
For then Collette thy hand I ſeize, 
And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, 
And none can ſee, and none reprove 
Then on my cheek quick bluſhes glow, 
And when we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Ohl how I grieve! you neꝰ er her charms can know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young they ſay, 
But we know better ſure than they, 
Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore; 
And I'm reſolv'd to tell her ſo, 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how 1 grieve! you ne'er her charms can know. 


» 


PxVII.. 


Of, Richard! oh, my love! 
By the faithleſs world forgot; 
I alone in exile rove, | 


To lament thy hapleſs lot, 
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I alone of all remain 
To unbind thy cruel chain, 

By the faithleſs world forgot; 
I whoſe boſom ſunk in grief, 
Leaſt have firength to yield relief. 


Deluſive glory! faithleſs pow'r! 


Thus the valiant you repay, 
In diſaſters heavy hour, 


Faithleſs friendſhip*s far away. 
Fet, royal youth, 
One faithful heart, . 

| From tendereſt truth, 
« Tho- hopelets, never ſhall depart. 


Oh, Richard ! oh, my love! 
By the faithleſs world forgot z 

I alone in exile rove, 
To lament thy — lot, 


gout miager nd; 7 EI EA 
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Dxlx. | 


0 | man's ee e hide, 


The truth to thee I wou'd confide. 


Yes, yes, I own *tis true, - 
When e'er his eyes I meet, 
I feel my heart begins to beat, 
It beats and W —_—— 


But 
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But . my hand he gently preſſes, 

A ſtruggling ſigh I fear confeſſes, 

Ah! more than bluſhes could impart, 
And more than words betrays my heart. 


Oh! wou'd the night my bluſhes hide, 
The truth to thee I wou'd confide. 
Yes, yes, I own'tis true, 
When e'er his eyes I meet, 
1 feel my heart begins to beat, 
It beats and trembles too. 


— — 


| Dxx. 
MarT1L. THE god of love a bandeau wears, 


Wou' d you know what it declares, 
And why his eyes are clouded ; 
*Tis to ſhew us that his pow'r 
Is ne'er fo fatal, ne'er ſo ſure, \ 
As when in darkneſs ſhrouded. * 


Lav. Good Sir, repeat that pretty warped 


Pray again, again. 
A leflonkind it does impart, 


 _ To guard againſt a lover's art. 
Mari. With all my heart. 


The God of love a bandeau wears, 
Wou' d you know what it declares, "i 
And why his eyes are clouded; BR 
*Tis to ſhew you that his pow'r "AY 
Is ne'er ſo fatal, ne'er-ſo ſure, lf 
As wn darkneſs ſhrouded. „ 
DXXI. | 4 


(. 6 


DXXI. - 


LET the Sultan Saladin, 

Play the rake in Paleſtine, 

While he claims his ſubjects duty, 
He's himſelf a ſlave to beauty, 
Wearing baſer chains than they, 

Well! well! 
' Every man muſt have his. way 3 

But to my poor way of thinking, 

There's no joy like drinking. 


Cno. But to my poor way of thinking, 


There's no joy like drinking. 


Cceeur de Lion loves the wars, 
Richard's joys is blows and ſcars; ' 
Conquer'd Pagans fly before him, 

_ Chriſtian warriors all adore him, 

Watching, marching night and wh 
Well! well! 
Every man muſt have 838 * 
But to my poor way of thinking, 
There's no joy like drinking. 


Cno. But to my way of thinking, &c. 


You too, pilgrims, love your trade, 
You recruit the bold cruſade, 
Making zealots croſs the ocean, 
In a — tas 55 


Pilgrims 5 
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Pilgrims love to faſt and pray, 
Well! well! | 
Every man muſt have his way. 
But to my poor way of thinking, 
There's no joy like drinking. 


Cuno. But to my way of thinking, &c. 


DXXII. 


Mar rr. ONE night in fickneſs lying, 
A prey to grief and pain, 
When aid of man was vain, 
And hope and life were flying, | 
Then came my miſtreſs to my bed, 
And death, and pain, and ſorrow fled. 


Ricn. The gentle tears ſoft falling 
Of her whom J adore, 
My tender hopes recalling, 
Did life and love reſtore. 


MarT1L.A mighty king doth neui, | 
| Within a priſon's gloom! _ 
Ah! could I ſhare his doom, 
Ah! could I ſoothe his-anguiſh. 
Rich. Could I but view Matilda's eyes, 
; Fortune, thy frowns I ſhould — 
MATIL. My gentle tears faſt falling, | 
For him ſo long ador'd, 
His tender hopes recalling, 
Have ou and life reſtored. 


| Tre wand'ring failor ploughs the main, 


- To find at laſt content and eaſe ; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
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Ric EH. The gentle tears ſoft falling 
Of her ſo long ador'd, 

My tender hopes recalling, 
Have love and life reſtor d. 


SUMMER AMUSEMENT. VV. A. Miles, 


' DXXI1.. 


A competence in life to gain ; 92 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 


To anchor on his native ſhore. 


Then winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho? deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 


Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 


In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho? each his fav*rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt: _ 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 


_ Caſt anchor on our native ſhore !“ 
| D., 


1 ) 


- * 


bxxiv. 


Tune, Sweeteſt of pretty maids. 


NEATE ST of pretty feet, for dancing Aae ied. 
Accept of a partner who was always commended ; 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs, attentive to merit, 

He likes only thoſe that can Jig about with ſpirit. 


Take me, madam, 
I ſo glad am, | 
 _ ThatI'lleut acaper; ; 
Stand firſt couple, 
Make no ſcraple, | 
Strike up there, got-ſcraper. 


Turn about, turn about, that's right depend . 
Hands a-croſs, back again, and now there's an 
end on't.. 
If it ſtall ſhould be thought t that y we would encore 
it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before i it; 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 
Your fan will now cool us both, ſpeak when 
. _ you re ready. _ 
. Take me, adams, &. 


5 
2 
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» xXV. 

'T HOU'ST play'd a falſe, a faithleſs part, 
Remorſe will wait on thee, my love; 
Ambition hath ſeduc'd the heart 
Which honour ow'd to me, my love. 


The trueſt, tendreſt flame was mine; 

What have I felt for thee, my love! 
The ſofteſt, fondeſt vows are thine : 

What did' thou {wear to me, my love! 

Tho? ſplendour deck thy nuptial bow'r, 

Tho pleaſures round thee fly, my love 
Each joy that marks the playful hour 

Shall labour with a figh, my love. 
And when the penſive moments come, 
(For who from thoſe are free, my love !) 
Perhaps thou'lt mourn thy Melville's doom, 
aps lend a tear to me, = W 


Dx XVI. | I 29-5 


Go high, go . in ev'ry ſtate, : 
The failor's heart 1 Ln. 

In adverſe, or in proſp rous fate, | 
He joins the crew : 

Then toiling early, watching late, 
Defends his king and country, 8 cauſe, 

In hopes to be, e 

When come from ſea, | 

Chear'd with applauſe —= © 
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At home, when ſports his welcome crown,” 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng ;_ 
Or when care ſinks his ſpirits down, 
Her endearing ſmile 
Rewards his toil, - 
And greets him with his fav? rite wag 
785 | Go high, go low, &c. 


So when the nuptial knot is . 
. friendſhig cloſer will cement; 
ach morn' you'll hail my blooming bride; 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 

I'll graſp the hand which made her mine, 

To ſocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 
While all the wonted ſtrain ſhall join. 
60 high, go low;. Se. 


DXXVII. 
SURAT. 


Cox, ye venal ſlaves of war, 

Boaſt your baſe alliance, 

Britain's thunder, heard from far, 

Boldly bids defiance. 

Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
True to antient ſtory, 

| Freedom's ſons, on freedom's 69” hg 
: Will find the road to glory. 


Gg3 | 'Laby 


* 


6340 
Lab JUNIPER, ä 
What tho' haughty Spain we find 
Will no more diſſemble, 0 
All the Houſe of Bourbon join'd 
Shall not make us tremble. 
Beat che * &C. 
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* abc the fight, 
Fame her trump will tender; 
Conqueſt ſhall ſupport our right, 
And perfidy ſurrender. © _ 
| A Beat the drum, &c. 


a {Ro ra ia 
Let the light-heel'd troops of France 
Come ſo ſleek and taper, 
We can teach them how to dance, 
And make them cut a caper, 
Bring the flutes, the fiddles bring, 
Rear the filken banners, 
Tho' we fight, we'll dance and ging, 
And drub them with _ manners, 


* 


„ 


DV. 


1 a lady of ton is ie urged ina a ſnare, 
Having fancied that nobody ſaw, 

What helps her to carry it off with an air? 
Tis * but the j je ne ſai quoi. 


When 


, 
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| When the fine men of faſhion miſtake 3 in their 


ſcore, 
And are forc'd for a time to . 
Why are they receiv'd and careſs'd as before ? 
Sans daute, for the je ne ſgai quoi. 


When we meet at allemblies, high frizzled and 


curl d, 
When our nods and our winks give the law, 


What makes us deſpiſe all the forms of the world ? 
'Tis n but the je ne 1 3 | 


2 * 


DXXIX. 


WITHOUT a man to take the lead, 
What could a lady do? _ 

No walk in life would e'er ſucceed, 
No ſtep could e' er be true: | 

We point the dance that might perplex, _ 

Look bright, invite, 

Excite delight, 

And comfort all the ſex. 


We ne'er, like ſome folks in the land, 
Permit our friends to drop, 


But take them gently by the hand, 
And lead them to the top. 5 


We poſts and places find for all, 135 
Now here, now there, 
Now ev'ry where, 
And ſtill keep up the ball. 


P ˙ eB. oe We nts COUT. oe 
: BI 5 Sp — 2 * wht 
* . - — 


$\ 


n FLEE . Wo 
a - Te” 
"Du. 3 . 1 * 
— ä 


( 346) 


The SON-IN-LAIW.----O' Keefe. 


Dxxx. 


To- ſweetly breathes the ſmiling ſpring, 


Tho? gentle rains the flowers bring, 
And hawthorn buds ſo gay; 
In vain deſcend refreſhing ſhow'rs, 
In yain peeps forth the infant flow'rs, _ 
My true love far away. 32 


'Tho' ſummer ſuns rejoice the ſwains, 


Or yellow autumn bleſs the plains, 
And ſweetly-ſmelling hay; 


"Tho? all around be blythe and 1 


Cecilia's heart alone is ſad, 
Her true love far away. = 
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Tus: face oblitive; diſcerning fas, | 
Obſerve each motion debonair! - 
My Artois buckles when you yiew, 
In ſhining ſable ſattin ſhoe, 
Yow'll fay that I'm from top to toe 


A monſtrous handſome city beau. 
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My humble whiſky I deſpiſe, 
Like Phaeton I mount the ſkies ; | | 
And, as I drive away like mad, f 1 
They all declare that I'm the lad; 
And cry he's ſure from top to toe, . 
A monſtrous handibme 0 beau. | 


DxXXII. 


Wrrifar an air, 
Debonnair, 
I inſtru& the ladies, 
Charming, fweet, and pretty, E 
Lovely, fair, and witty, 
Suſan, Jane, or Kitty, 
I contrive:zo hapiye he 1 
Come away, | | 
For the dance my trade 133 9 
Charming, feet, and pretty, | 4 
Lovely, fair, and witty, , | | i: 
Pr'ythee, come away! bo ena 20 
See, ſee, ſee, ; h 
The dancers are met; 
What an elegant 1 
While in country dance. 
Or cotillion they prance, '« | 
I regulate their pace. | 
= Wen would you the ſecret know | 
Why I'm careft where'er I go, 
Wich Kitt in hand I draw my bow, 
I ſqueeze the hand and point the toe, 
And ſlide into their grace. — 2 | 
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: DXXXIII. 
* LET the novice depend on his luck, 


On his ſcience the gambler profeſt 
E- - What pigeon ſoever they pluck, 
85 With his plumes I ſhall feather my neſt 
They fling, they ding, 
They ſwear, they tear, 
While ſnug I look on, and fit __ 4 
For well I trow, 
Blow high, blow low, ; 
; en 
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A heart that's divided, to ſhare 3 in ſueceſfon, 5 80 * 

My mind (too exalted) 1 never can brin s. RY 

A bird in hand's, an old expreſiion;. .-- i: _ 
That to in the buſh is not one ãn been A 

| We'ltbring the 2 infidels to a . de mA 

= | Quick then, away. t. to.an Wop F. 


Where each happy female may do.as dune 
Where liberty s reckon d the choiceſt of reaſures | 
Then fly, and n 2 


| * 0 i * 20 DxxxIV. «i 
2 'T une, Langel. | 
| i. let us fly from aland of oppreſſion, 
5 Where beauty is led like a pig in a ſtring;ʒñ 
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The bird in hand's an old expreſſion, 
That two in the buſh is not one in poſſeſſion; 
We'll bring the proud infidels to a confeſſion, 
That women have ſouls as well as the men. 


The VIRGIN UNMASKED. Fielding. 


— 


DXXXV. : 15 
As I was a walking one morning in | May, 
I heard a young damſel to ſigh and to ſay, 


My true love has left me, twas but yeſterday _ 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went away. 


The very next time that I did him ſee, » Þ 
He vowed to be conſtant, be conſtant to me: . 
Jaſk'd him his name, and he made this OY 

It is T. I, M. O, T, H, Y. ; 


RAS * 
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Says he, if you'll wed me, pray tell me yourndul,” 

A huſband I'll make you both loving and kind; 

And now to the church, my dear, let us 1 0 
Ne'er mind your F, A, T, H, E, RK. 


My father's poſſeſs'd of nine hundred a year, © 
| And I am his daughter and only heir; ay 
Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me, I fear, 1 * ISS 
If I marry with Ys; O, U, my dear. „ 93 % 
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„ = we went to the church, andy were re married, th 0 
8 5: 
I 5 Auf Went to the tuber the very lane 4 


8 FP _ Saying, Honoured father, we tell unto thee, _ «a 
=: That we're M, A, R, R, I, k, D. 


= En Bs With that the old cod ger began for to ſtare ; 
-* - You've married my daughter and only cnc : 
But fince it is fo, to it I . 


Win . L. M, O, T, H, 
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